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uusvüAL | BANQUET. A, 
THE TIGHT LITTLE 1SLAND.” 


' DADDY Neptune, one day, to Freedom did fay, 
lf ever | live upon dry land. 


rk 


Ohl what a ſaug little iſland, | 

| A right latle tiche latte had, ak 
Search the globe round, none can be found, 
So happy as this ligtle iſland. — 


| Julius Cæſar, the Roman, who yielded = EFT 4 Fe 


Came by water, he couldn't come by land; 


And Dane, Pi@ and Sazon, their homes turn'd their backs an, 3 


And all for the ſake of our iſland; 

Oh! what a ſang little iſland, 
They'd all have a touch «ttheilland, 
Some were ſhot and de uf them fied, | 
nnn 8 


| Then a wen) ane en es. ca 


Cried, Damn it, I never lik'd my land Fs 
Tt would be much more handy to leave this Normandy, - 
"Ard bonen you bennifel had, N 
Says he, tis a ſnug little iſland, 
SGhan't us go viſit the iſland: 
Hop, ſkip, and jump, — there he was plump, 
And he kick'd up a duſt in the iſland. 


* % = IR = 


3 Mo. 1 
74 
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_—_— * deceit help I the Heemans 6 * 
5 Oft traitors they manag d to buy land, 

By Dune \Saxon, or Pit we ne'er had bold, 

Ws Had they lack to the King of the Hand, © . 
3 © _ He loſt both his life and his iſland, | I Ao 

That's very true, What could he do? SR SS 

| > | Like a Briton he died for his ifland. | 8 2 


= Then the Spaniſh Armads ſet.out to "IR 
Y Weite ſure, if they ever eame-nigh land. "29 
= | They con'd't 0s no ly than fuck up queen Bcſ, | 
5 — Aud take their full ſwing in che iſland; | 

Oh the poor queen of the iſland, 

The drough tanks to-ghacder te and. 
J20.ͤ — 
And bun was the word at the iſland. a 


a 


4 © of our wealth, but they ſcarcely could ſpy land, 
_ er our Drake had ———— * „ 
And ſtoop to che lads of the iſland; 
Mus, for the lads of the iſland; 
1 1 The good wooden walls of the iſland; 
1 Devil or don. —let em come on, 

Er * would they come off at the iſland, 


= I don't wonder much, that che French and che Dick, 
_ Have ſince been oft tempted to try land, 
= And I wonder much leſs, they have met no ſucces, 
dun ſhould we ge up ourifland: , 
= - Ohl 'tis a wonderful iſland; =» 
All of em long forthe iſland: | 
Ilold a bit there, (let 'em)—take fre Tr 45 
"But we U have the fea and we land. He: 


— dupcakes,thought . | 


But never Britiſh heart conceiv'd, but never Britiſh heart 
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chad he ay of Eagan, or al hey cul ring dy 
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; "I give em enough of the iſland:  — af : 
| Frenchmen ſhould juſt—bite at our Quits | 24: * 16 
Err aranrg=" 4x ST EE 


* 1 . -- Y 
8 < * 7 ” ay * So. [ 5 P F a "us - — 8 * Lt i N F - 


4 43 : 
— + * . „ ur b o 
: » - - -»” - 
, n 
2 . 4 mung 1 6. * © 
6 . 6 9 5 ö 8 as S n A 


oN ADMIRAL DUNCAN'S vicronr. L. 


ENROLLD in our bright annals ves fll many «gallant 5 


name, hn 
But never Britiſh heart conceiv'd a prouder nil of fame, 


conceiv'd, 
A prouder „ 
Wenn 


crown, 


3 "EF" = 


a e e N 
To ſhield our liberties _ FO CURE 27 OP reign's 


crown, 


Oktober the heats it was, 4 i dg OY at nine, 


The Britiſh fignal flew to break their cloſe embattl d line; 
Their line was broke, for all our tars on that auſpicious day 
* bitter memory of the paſt had 4 to e 


Their line was broke, &c, 
A 3 5 


* 


Ge u hips bal dee their colours | 


Proud, 


. his feet their geh d fags 


had bow'd: 


85 Our Duncan's tow'ring colours uu all honour tothe 


laſt, 


For in the battles Gereeſt rae, ho nailed them tothe maſt; 


— ISS Bas 


3 CET EINATDIPREY Se cr; 


The ſcatter d remnants of the foe flunk to their native ſhore; 


No power the pride of conqueſt had his heart to lead aſtray, 
He ſummaoned his triumphant crew, and thus was heard to 


1 
* Let every man now bed the knee, and herein dien 
dr, 


« Gize thauks to nh i this igh has made our cauſe 


3 


: 2 A 
a — 


And hi 
| Who den bare. un inſpir d in that dread battle's 


N 
dly bed bis providence, and Bai is gend 
— 


hour. 
| And hurably ble d. &c. 


The captive Dutch un, folema fens ſurvey with Men 


awe, 


| And rue'd the day when Holland ;oin'd to France impious 


3 
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| | And tark's how vie, courage, it unite to form this 


5 For vitory, for fame, and power, juſt 1 rule, , an high com. 94 3 


Gare pour Dunn: Read abalght Hek ty the wookng o't | 
. r 


enen, ly hn, idr ooing = 


land, 


| mand. 


| And mark d. Se. a ³4 


The Venerable was the . 
Our veteran hero well becomes his gallant veſſel's name, 


Behold his locks! they ſpeak the toil of many a ſtormy da: 
ror fler years and more, my boys, has Gighting beem hivay. ; 


GRAND CHORUS. 


| Behold his locks! they fpccl: the tl of tantiy + Shay aa, = 1 
For fifty years and more, my boys, has fighting been hö Y 


DUNCAN GRAY. 


BT R. UAS. 


DUNCAN Gray ces here 68 wen, be, fs, oi went ot; | 
Gunn eo dee wn, ELEC | 


| Maggie cooft her head fu high, = 
Look'd aflelent and unco ſkiegh | 27 
Duncan Sreniiihcond Benens tnoghll ha, ka,theworey os 


Duncan ſigh'd baith out and in, 
Grat his een baith blear'd and: blirr, 


SY 


_—_ 


8 . 
___ Slighted love is fair to bide, 3 | 


Shall I like a fool quoth he, 
For a haughty huſſy die; 


* 


She may gae to France for me, ha, ha, he wooing o't. 


: Needed he, the wenimg o't, 


Meg grew ik, as he grew frail, ha, a, the wooing ot, 
Something in her boſom wrings, | 
For relief a ſigh the brings, 


And oh her cen they ſpa ke thingy kay hay the won 


| — ohh, ceneeiegred 
_ Maggy's was a tickliſh caſe, ha, "Dans * 


Duncan could not be her death, . 
Swelling pity ſmoor'd his wreath: 


Z 1 dard. hay ha the wooing oe 


| AWAY wITH MELAN CHOLY. - 


AWAY with melancholy; PIES | 
On life and human folly, but merrily, merrily ſing, fal la, 


e 


— En —nn, fng, 


Ter what's thoule of fghing-whkes tive. in chewing, | 
Can we prevent his flying; then merrily, mercily, ſing, fal las 


13 & 7 


1 
. 


1 


Her robes light waving __ 
Her lovely form, her native eaſe, 


| ON A BANK OF FLOWE 


1 
4 Y 
*. 
? 338 2777 


uy K. BURNS. 


ON a bank of Generous hanii's 
"wu ſummers lightly dreſfs'd, 
With love and ſleep 

When Willy 

Wo for n 18 

He gaz'd, he wiſh'd, he fear d, he * 
And trembPd when he ſtood. | 


Nelly, 


Her cloſed eyes, like weapons ſheath” 
Were ſeal'd in ſoft repoſe, 

Her lips ſtill as the fragrant breath 4d, 
It richer dy'd the roſe. 5 

The ſprin 

Wild wanton kiſs'd her rival breaft; 

He gaz'd, he wiſh'd, he fear d, be bluſh'd,, + 

ill at reſt. 


A A flatt'ring ardent kiſs he ſtole: 
Hie 22 he wiſh'd, he fear d, he bluſh'd, 
And figh'd his "oy foul. . 


A. flies the partridge from the brake, 

On fear inſpired wings; 

80 Nelly ſtartling half awake, 

3 Away affrighted ſprings. 

But Willy follow'd as he ſhould, 

He vow'd, he pray'd, he found the maid 
Forgiving all and good. 


» 
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2 A toon little gipty 1 wander forlorn; 
I © My fortune was told long before I was bam, 

= So fortunes I tell as forſaken I ſtray, 
And in ſearch. of my love I am loſt on my ways 
A 5 Spare a halfpenny, ſpare a halfpenny, 
BB qare a pourlittlegiply, a gipſy a halfpenny, 


T 
1 
1 


ET — pen Ire 
> Ando harm poo ids have ford many «plans 
' : Beware leſt repentance too late cauſe-you pan, 
9 A EIN 
=: * 8 


Thro- witde and thro” foreſts: as i I roam, I 3 
Long abſent from friends, from parents and home, = 
T bo' fad is my heart and tho? ſore are my feet, - 
2% Yet I fing on my way thus to al that L meet, | -_ 
JF bs — a bd * 


. COME BUY MY EARTHEN WARE, =_ 
COME buy, come buy my earthen ware, — - 
Form'd by the potter's ſkill, 1 4 

The yielding clay his hands prepare, | ER 

And faſhion to his will: OED 

| No flaw is found they all ring found, 

Digg, dosg, like bells ſo cler, 

| Then cheerily, cheerily, flock to me, 

4 | Buy my e tl ware, . A . 

| "+l Buy my earthen ware, 

Then 2 : flock to me. _— 


f : +. {Oo 
: 1 1 Er 7 
83 — 
el n row 
Ix r 


| 12 


es. Toby's jug — fan's; 
F Well filPd "twill make you gay, 
ron as tis quaff d the lover's * 
That animates your clay. 
No flaw is found they all ring W 


I FS S$-44 4 1 A ” 
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ur NATIVE. HANDS BADE apm; 


1 MY l 1 3 
And calmly friendſhip's Joys reſign” d; 
. ah how keen my ſorrows grew, # 


= Yet ſhould her truth feel no decay, 
Should abſence prove my charmer kind, 
1 Then ſhall not I lament the day, 

When my true love J left behind. 


My native I bade Bad adieu, 
And calmly friendſhip's joys reſigned; 
= But oh how keen my ſorrowg grew, 
W ben my true love I left behind, 
1 But oh how keen my ſorrows 8 
When thy true love I left behind. 


} 


Ding dong, like bells ſo clear, &c. 
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 MOUMSEER. NONG. TONG PAW. Alt 6 


JOHN Bull for paſtime took a prance, 
Some time ago to peep at. France, 
To talk of ſciences and arts 
And knowledge gain'd in Loreen parts, : | 
Monſieur obſequious heard him ſpeak, - x87 
E And anſwer'd John in heathen Greek, 
| To all he aſk'd, bout all be a. Fruit. 
Tas Monſieur Je vous en tende ps. 


John to the palais royal came, 
Its ſplendor almoſt ſtruck him dumbs 
I fay whoſe houſe is that there here? 
| Hoſſe! Je vous en tends pas, Monſieur. 
What, Nong tong paw „ ee | 

This fellow is ſame mighty don! | 

No doubt has plenty for the-maw, 


| * faw Verſailles from Marli's keighe, 
And cried, aſtoniſh'd at the fight, 
Whoſe fine eſtate is that there here? 
Stat! Je vous en' tends pas, Monſieur; 
His? what the land and houſes too! 
The fellow's richer than a Jew; 


1d like to dine with tong pave. 
John cri'd, enchanted with her air, 
What lovely wench is that there here? 
= A palace, lands, and then a wiſe, 
I'd like to — Nong tong paw. 


5 But bold! whoſe funeral's that? cries John; | 
Je vous n'*entends pas, what is he gone? 

Wealth, fame, and beauty could not ſave, 

Poor Nong tong paw, then from the grave, 

His race is run, his game is up, 

Fd with him breakfaſt, dine and ſup; 

But fince he chuſes to withdraw, 


A cLass is good, and a laſs is good, 

And a pipe to {moak | in-cold weather; 
The world is good, and 
And we're all good fellows together: 


—_———_ 
1 


Good night t'ye Mounſeer Nong tong paw. 


A GLASS 15 GOOD, AND A LASS is GOOD. 


and the people are good, 


15 
A nne. 


. A foag I 
Aud to finiſn we muſt begin it. 
Fal 
And » pine ts frak.is Ss. 


The world is good, and the people are good, 
| And we're all goo ** 9 


A fic prot, when youre au of goo ck, 
For that is the time to try him: 
F 
| A fine old women js good ab * 
A rogue very good for good hanging 
A fool is good by the noſe to be led. : 
; | My good ſong deſerves a good banging. 

For a glafs is good, &. 


BLEAK WAS THE MORN. 


BLitax was the morn when William left his Nancy, 
The fleecy ſnow frown'd on the whit*ned ſhore, 
Cold as the fears that child her dreary fancy, 
While the her ſailor from her boſom tore, 


were fra bear» lil ee. 0 8 = M 
3 While a young tar, the ample trowſers a : 
| | Jn nent of 6rmnel in this ate Gel, EP 4 
4 Will check'd the riſing ſigh and fondly ery . 3 
1 $3 IJ * n * of the * „ gu 
=_ 8 Grief all r T w 
= For we but part, 
> - Joy to ect _ 


Shes leniing on that i,” 
Where t me of William printed ſtood, 
Nancy ke upon a faithleſs billow, 
A ſhip daſn'd gainſt a rock that topp'd the flood, [| 
Her tender heart with frantic ſorrow thrilling, a = 
Wil asthe donn that how?'d along the ie hore, 8 
| is hel d, nor mall I ſee him more! 
\ Why did he ever truſt the fickle ocean? | 4 AD 
: Sorrow's my portion, = — 8 0 
Miſery and pain, WO : S Ren 
Y Break my poor heart, „ 
1 For now we part, | MOT Ws 5 


Va was the eve, all nature was nn 
| Four tedious years had Nancy paſs'd in grief, 
When with her children, the fad hours beguiling, 
1 She ſaw her William fly to her relief. 1 43 
Sunk in his arms with bliſs he quickly found her, -_— 
But ſoon return'd to life, to love and joy, 9 
While her grown young ones anxiouſly ſurround her, MM 
| And now Will claſps his girl and now his boy, 4 
Did I not ſay, though tis a e 
Sorrow's all a — 
Grief all in vain, 
My joy how ſweet, 
For now we meet, 
Never to part again. 


THE SOLDIER'S ADIEU. 5 


ADIEU 1 ! adieu! my gh nie 
My honour calls me from thee! 
Remember thou'rt a ſoldier's wife, 
Thoſe tears but ill become thee. 
What though by duty I am call'd 
Where thun@'ring cannons rattle, 
Where valour's ſelf might ſtand appal'd, 
When on the wings of thy dear love, 


Sha 
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La : 


10 "OR Rr” WO 


| Thy fret anions are flowns 


The tender pray'r 
Thou put*ft up there, 


Shall call a guardian angel down, . 


To watch me in the battle. 


' My ſafety thy fair truth ſhall be, 


My life ſhall be more dear to me, 


Becauſe of thy preſerving. 


Let thund'ring cannons rattle, 
I fearleſs ſeek the conflict's heat, 
Aſſur'd, when on the wings of love, 
To heav'n — &c. | 


Facugh with that benignan 1 ant ſmile, 0 


Some kindred god inſpir'd thee, 
| Who ſaw thy boſom void of guile, 
Who wonder'd and admir'd thee, 


© I go, afſur'd, my life, adieul 


Tho” thund' ring cannons rattle; 
| Tho” murd'ring carnage ſtalk in view, 


When on the wings of thy ts true love, 


To herren above, &c. 


„ 


| ©! 1 HAE SEEN THE ROSES BLAW. 


O! I hae ſeen the roſes bla, ) 
The heather bloom, the broom an „ 
The lily ſpring as white as ſnaw, 
Wi' a' their native ſplendor: 
Vet Mary's ſweeter on the green, 
As freſh an' fair as Flora queen, 
Mair ſtately than the branching T 
And like the ivy flender. 
5 In nature like a ſummer day, 


Tranſcendent as a ſunny ray, 


Her ſhape and air is frank an* gay, 
| W a that's ſweet an” tender. 


1 While wade fing their — 3 
An' ſhepherds bruſh the dewy braes, 
To meet wi? Mary's bonny face, 

Amang the ſhades I wander. 
My captive breaſt, (by fancy led) 
Adores the ſweet the lovely maid, 
Wy ilka ſmile and charm array d, 
To make a heart ſurrender. 
I love her mair than bees do flow'rs, 
Or birks the ſpreading leafy bow'rs; V 
Her preſence yields me what the ſhow” 15 
To — and valleys render. 
B 2 
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Cou'd I obtain my charmer's love, | The 

Mair ſtable than a rock I'd prove; WW. 

8 wr a* the meckneſs of a dove, He 
Jo ilka pleaſure hand her: „„ 


If ſhe wad like a ſhepherd lad, 

I'd change my cane for crook an' plaid, 3 

Upon the hill tune up the reed, A ni 

An' wr a ſang commend her. 

For her I'd live a life remote; 1 
WY her I'd love a ruſtic cot, 1 

There bleſs kind fortune for my lot, Then 


3 PS. 
MEG OF WAPPING. | Made 


WAs landlady Meg, that EY ſuch rare fp What 
Pull away, pull away, hearties; | 


At Wapping he liv'd, at the fign of the kip, | Stay, 1 
155 Where tars met in ſuch jolly parties. Pull 


She'd ſhine at the play, and ſhe'd jig at the ball, And tl 
All rigg'd out fo gay and fo topping; JF - And 


. For ſhe marry'd fix huſbands and bury'd them all Death 


Pull away, pull away, pull away, I ſay; 3} He: 


| What d ye think of my Meg of Wappiag? 


ax | 
The fr was old Bluff with « fringing puoſet | | 
+ Pull away, pull away, jolly boy, 
Ae was caſt away; ? 
As for grieving, why, lud, that's a folly, . 
I The ſecond in command was Blear-ey'd Ned, 
While the ſurgeon his limb was a lopping, 
3 42 
Pull away, pull away, paiFaway, I 
A 


|} Then the marry'd to Sam, and Sam bude ar, 
A Pull away, pull away, brother; 
28 Sam got, and the ſhip it blew up, 
And Meg had to look for another. x 
Tue fourth was bold Ben, whoatdanger wou'd ſmile, | 
| | Till his courage a crocodile ſtopping, St 
| Made his breakfaſt on Ben, on the banks of the Nite 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, I fay, 
re fips What a fortunate Meg of 1 


ip, Stay, who was the fifth? . Diek ſo neat; 
Pull away, pull away, fo merry! 
e ball, And the ſavages, Dick, both kill'd and eat, 
And poor Meg ſhe was forc'd to take Jerry 
hem all} Death again ſtood her friend, for kill'd in a br, 
IS * alſo the grave chane'd to pop oz 
; e 


By 


22 
So now with my ſong 1 ſtall ſoon do away, 


Pull away, pull away, pull away, belay, 
85 Theks haflenk ol diag of Werging 


| . 
Pull away, pull away, fo neatl y! 


And her ſtrong box he rummaged ſweetly: 
| Bio Meg growing old, a fond dotard ſhe prov'd, 
And muſt after a boy needs be hopping; 


: So ſhe popp'd off, and Tom, with the Sid he lov'd, 3 


Pull away, pull away, pull away, I fay, 
| Spent the ſhivers of old Meg of Wapping, | 


0¹⁰ TOWLER. | 


8 BRIGHT Chanticleer ens the ann, 
And ſpangles deck the thorn; 2 
The lowing herd now quits the lawn, 
The lark ſprings from the corn: 
Dogs, huntſmen, round the window throng, 
Fleet Towler leads the cry; 
Ariſe the burden of their 3 
This day a ſtag muſt die. 
With a hey ho chiry, 5 
Hark forward, hark * cat, 4 


*T was honeſt Tom Trip, and he ſent her to heaven, | 


_— * 


«ol 


aven, 
''d, 


5 The game is rous d, too 22 


77 Kc. 


The laugh and joke prevail, 


The huntſman blowe a jovial ſound d; 


The dogs ſnuff up the gale: 


| The upland winds they ſweep along, | 


O'er fields through brakes they 3» 


This day a ſtag mult die, 


With a hey ho chivy, 
RA te. 5 


8 2 | 


The tears run down thy face; 


The huntſman's pleaſure is no more, 


His joys were in the chace, 


Alike the ſportſmen « of the town, 


The virgin game in view; 


Are full content to run them down, 


Then they in turn n purſue. 
1 Wich their hey how 80 


E = O'ER | hind hills and flow'ry dale, 


. 


n + 
Tho” waad'rayg thus, I near could find, 


Who picks and culls and eries aloud, | 


From whilliog o'er the hatrow'd torky | 


Vet though the laſſes love as well, 


Lm now return'd, {of late diſcharg'd} 


From fighting in my country's cauſe, 


The little merry nymph that ene, 


27 
ks OF THE VALLEY. : 


O'er ſeas and diſtant ſhores, 
I've paſs'd ſome pleaſant hours: 
A girl like blitheſome Sally, 


e eee 


From neſting in each tree, 
I cuoſe a ſoldier's life to wed, nal to 
Sd ſocial gay and fre 1 N } HE 


And often try to rally, 
None pleaſes me like her that cries, 
7" WO oy” 


To uſe my native toil, 


To plough my country's ſoil, 
I cwe ag which. with either vike's, 
So I poſſeſs my Sally, & 


” Sweet lies of the we” 


25 a We. * | 


13 er vun: THE BED To . 


: WHEN * winds were < blawing a, _ 
As to the north I bent my way, = 
| £3» The derkſome night did me enfauld, == 
I kend na where to lodge till day * 
e By my good luck a laſs I met, | 
juſt in the middle of my care, 
And kindly ſhe did me invite, 
To walk into a chamber fair. 


| HI bow'd fu' low unto this maid, 
. And thank'd her for her courtefic 
I bow'd fu? low unto this maid, 
And bad her mak? a bed for me: 
She made the bed both large and wide, 
Wi' twa white hands ſhe ſpread it down; 
She put the cup to her roſy lips, 


And . 9 man now bye — 


She ſnatchꝰd the aſe] in her hand, 
And frae my chamber went wr ſpeed; 
ot [ call'd her quickly back again, 

To lay ſome 9 * 25% 


0 


bre 


And ſerved me wi' due reſpe&t; | 
Aud to falute her wi a kiſs, 
. 


16 man, the fays, | 
And dinna ſae uncivil be; 


Gif ye hae ony luve for me, 


. 


O wrang na my virginity! 
Her hair was like the links o- gowd, | 
Fer teeth were like the ivory, | 
Her cheeks like lilies dipt in wine, 
The laſs that made the bed to me. 


Tus drified henps'the fair to fee, 


Her limbs the poliſh'd marble ſtane 


I kiſe'd her o'er and o'er again, 
And ay ſhe wiſt na what to ſay; | 

I laid her tween me and the w, 
The laſſie thought na lang till day. 


Upon the morrow when we raiſe, 


I thank'd her for her courtefie; 
But ay ſhe bluſh'd, and ay ſhe figh'd, 
And ſaid, Alas! ye've ruin'd me.” 


27 
| 1 claſp'd Wen kiſy'd her ſyne, 
While the tear oed twinklin in her ce 


1 ſaid, my laſſie dinna err, 
| For ye ay ſhall mak the bed to me. 


She took her mither's holland ſheets, 
And made them a' in ſarks to me; 
Blythe and merry may ſhe be, _ 
The laſs that made the bed to me; 
The bonnie laſs made the bed to me, 
The braw lafs made the bed to me, 
I'Il ne'er forget till the day that I die, 
The laſs that made the bed to me. 


MY NANNIE o. 


BEHIND yon kills 3 Stinchar 1 


Mang moors an moſſes many, O; 
The wintry ſun the day has elos'd, 
An' I'll away to Nannie, Oo: 
The weſtlin wind blaws loud an ſhrill, 
Tube night's baith mirk and rainy, O; 
But L'Il get my plaid an out I'II teal, 
An' owre the hill to Nannie, O. 
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Bu I'm as blythe that hauds his pleugh, |: 
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& 8 : | 
_ . , 
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4 veel) *y 
_ annie? s | 
E- 4 
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OB wes town ye; „ 


A May ill befa' the flatt'ring tongue, 


That wad beguile my Nannie, 0: 


= Her face is fair, her heart is true, 


As ſpotleſs as ſhe's bonnie, O; 


: E. 43 The op'ning gowan, wat wi' dew, 


Ss | | A country lad i 18 my 8 


And few there be that ken me, 


BY i But what care I how few they be, 


I'm welcome ay to Nannie, Oo: 


1 My riches a's my penny fee, 


And I maun guide it cannie, O03 


But warl's gear ne' er troubles me, 


My — nnn O. 


3 2 Our auld 88 Jelights to view. 


His ſheep an” kye thrive bonnie, O 


An' has na care but Nannie, O; 


4 Come weel, come woe, I care na by, 


Lu I tak” what heaw'n will ſen' me, 05 | 
Nac ither care in life have I, <4 
But live, * — 0. 5 
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5 But Maith dull care thou never dan have « thy vil = 
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| BEGONE DULL CARE —a vox. | 


'BEGONE dull care, I ben 


Begone dull care, you and I can never 2 


Long time thou haſt been tarrying „ 


And fain thou wouldſt me kill, 


Too mock care will ds a young man gray, KO 
And too much care will turn an old man wy! ; : 3 


My wife ſhall dance and I will ſing, 153M 
So mertily paſs the day, 


| For I hold it one of the wiſeſt things, 


To drive dull care away. 
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BEN BACKSTAY. 


BEN Backſtay lov'd the gentle Auna, 
Conſtant as purity was ſhe; 

Her honey words like ſucc'ring manna, 
Cheer'd him each voyage he made to ſea. 


One fatal morning ſaw them parting, _ 


While each the others ſorrow dry'd, 
They by the tear that then was ſtarting, 
Vow'd they'd be conſtant till they dy d · 


„ 
Þ% 
"XB 
BY, 
Ros 
oo. 
3 C 
__ 
* 
_ 
E 
_—_ * 
73 
=> 
3 
"ES 
' ab 
1 
„ 
Fo” 
4 a 
. 
<= 
. 


—— 
* 


2. 


30 2 


: . * At Alance from his Anna? 3 "TY 
Wulle roaring winds the ſea deform, 


Ben ſings, and well performs bis duty, 


Alas in vain the veſſel batter'd, 
On a rock ſplitting open'd wide; 
While lacerated, torn, and ſhatrer'd; 


Ben thought of Sons, * and dy'd. 


The femblance of each lovely feature, 

That Ben had worn around his neck, 

= © Where art ſtood ſubſtitute for nature, 
A tar, his friend, far'd from the wreck. 


In fervent hope, while Anna, burning, 


Bluſh' d as ſhe wiſh'd to be a bride; 
The portrait came, joy turn'd to mourning, 
She ſaw, grew pale, ſunk down, and dy d. 


om A BODY MEET A BODY. 


| ORIGINAL. 


COMIN through the rye, poor body £1 


_ Comin through the rye; = 
She draigPt a a her petticotie, 
how. Comin through the rye. 


o 
. 


5 
- 


3 


on Jenny's a weet, poor body, 25 


IT s ſeldom dry, 
1 a” her 8 


Gin a * meet a FR 
Comin through the rye, 
Gin a body kiſs a body, 
Need a body err. 
-m Jenny's a week, Kc. 
Gin a body meet a body 
Gin a body kiſs a body, 
Need the warld ken! 
Oh Jenny's a' weet, '&c, 
| Kiffin is the key o love, 


And clappin is the lock, 
And makin o's the beſt thing 


Oh Jenny's a2 weet, Kc. 


| MODERN. 
Gia a body meet a body, 
Gin a body kiſs a body, | 
Need a body cry. 


ma bear bas a body, 
But a the lads they loe me 


= 58 8 Com ie the — 1 "24 Con 
Ca beg aboer, rn 
Nee body telI. : | *Oc 
Ne'er a ane hae I, = ES I 
But a' the lads they loe me wee!, "4 + Gue 

And what the war am 1. I» *. 


— 22 — 


3 Gin a · body meet a body, _ | <Im 
= Comin frae the town; 

—_— Cin a body kiſs a EO S-. 

= | Need a body gloom. | | 0 


A = EO Ilka Jenny has her Jockey, N | 8 ö « Yo 
_ Ne'er a ane hae I, | a 
| But a' the lads they loe me weel, 3 
And what che war am 1. mo” 
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con UNDER MY. PLAIDE. 


hes 
* 

3 

a 
# 


: 4 m wi! apple ES * 
Come in frae the cauld blaſt, the driſt, and the ſnaw; 

| *©* Come under my plaidy, and lie down beſide m; 

© mm IRnee: 1 a 


A e will blaw : 1 
en 3 
7 IE 


S- 4 Gae * wa wi” your olaidy! auld Donald, . 

II fear na' the cauld blaſt, the drift, nor the ſna': ĩ 1 

| + Ger whewit A Tidba tis defies) chow: 1 =_ 
E + Ye might be my ed h. us wx! 3X 


c I'm gaun to meet Johnny, . ans 1. 3 e : = 

| * He's been at Meg's bridal, fou trig and fou braw! —_— 

| | © there's nane dance ſae lightly, ſae gracefu”, W 1 
1 FUF ͤ˙¹Ü—w: —_— 


M Dear e let that flee Rick faſt to the way | 2 
* Your Jock's but a gowk, and has nacthing ava; -— 
„Ihe hale o' his pack, he has now on his back!!!! 1 
« He Wan and I'm but . On d is I Y 


| « Be frank now. had 4 kindly: rl bulk you N MP. | 3 
At kirk or at market they'll nane gang ſae bra; | | * 

A bein houle to bide in, a chaiſe for to ride in, 
4 And flunkies to tend ye 2s faſt as ye ca.“ 


1 

« My father ay tell'd me, my mither and u,, 
« Ye'd mak' a gude huſband, and keep me ay braw'; 
Mp ; alpha e COW and "xml 2 


= „enen . 
im now mair than twenty; my time is but ima! 
—_ © Sac gie me your plaidy; I'll creep in beſide ye, 
| 3 8 


—_ She crap in ayont him, „ : 
War Johnny was liſt ning, and heard her tell a“ 

The day was appointed, his proud heart it dunted, 

And ſtrack — WOK. 


. . | 

And thowleſs, he tint his gate deep mang the na; 
The howlet was ſcreaming, while Johnny cried, * Nomen 
Way marry the devil, 6 8 


oa — laffes ne fend to: gray be, 7 
AF | They'll he down wi' auld men o' rour-score and rwaz = 
The hale o this marriage, is gowd and a carriage; = © 
„„ Get cn bs? j 


Ten rnd be wh 6 9 
Young tui ves in their coaches will whip and will ca'; 
Till they meet wr ſome Johnny, that's youthfu' . Wbere 
W EEE © 
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TE HEAVING OF > THE LEAD. 
vr DrBDIN, 
FOR England, at, „ F 
' Our gallant ſhip up channel * 
And, ſcudding under eaſy fail, 
The high blue weſtern land * 
To heave the lead the ſeaman ſprung, 
And to the Pilot cheerly ſung, : 
a By the +. Apo 
I | And, devine W gain the port, 
| 1 Some well-known object kept 108 
5 An Abbey-tow'r, an Harbour - fort, 
| Or Beacon, to the veſſel true: 
W blile oft the lead the feaman flung, 
; And to the Pilot cheerly ſung, 
| ; 7900 * the Mark=Stvex!” 
; 
i And, as the ce "FRIES near— - 
With trauſport we beheld the roof, 
| Where dwelt a friend, or partner dear, 


Of faith and love a matchileſs/proof ! 


The lead once more the ſeaman flung, = 
5 OO to the nn IP 
1 1 5 C 2 


4 * 
Sn? Tres * 2 
1 by * La * 


| Exx around the Mi 2 


| Ere the church was a ruin, that nods on the ki, 


. 


| Now to her berth the ſhip draws nigh, 


We take in ſail—ſhe feels the tide; 


Stund clear the cable”—is the cry, 


The anchor's gone, we ſafely ride. I 
5 2 is ſet, e eee 
. Proel m—ail's well!” 


so oy THE FARMER. 


The fond ivy had dar'd to entwine, 


Or a cook built bis * 


Could * trace e a far diftant how | 
Since my forefathers toil'd in this field; | 
And the farm I now hold on your honour's eftate, | | 

6 * 


He * dined to his ſon a good name, 


Which, unſullied, deſcended to me; 


For my child I've preſerv d ĩt, unblemiſh d wi ch han ' | 


And it ſtill from a ſpot ſhall be free. 
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| MisS FORBES'S FAREWELL TO BANFF. 


FAREWELL ye fields an” meadows green, 


The bleſt retreats of peace an' love, 


Aft have 1 ſilent ſtol'n from hence, | 
With my young ſwain, a while to rove. 


Sweet was our walk, mair ſweet our alk, 


Amang the beauties of the ſpring, 
And aft we'd lean us on a bank, 
To hear the ö 


The: azure e thy, the hills around, 
Gave double beauty to the ſcenes 
The lofty ſpires of Banff in view, 

On every ſide the waving grain. 

: | The tales of love my Jamie told, | 

In ſuch a faft anꝰ moving ſtrain, 


I'm loth to leave the place again. 45 


As favour my return once more, 


For to enjoy the peace o' mind, 


In thoſe retreats I had before. 


But farewell Banff ! the nimble ſteeds, 


Doth bear me hence, I muſt away, 
Vet time perhaps may bring me back, 


To part nae mair from ſcenes ſo gay. 
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A MAN'S A MAN FOR A THAT. 


1 ans 
Wha hangs his head and a' that, 

The coward ſlave we paſs him by, 

5 And dare be pant for 8 that... 
For a' that, and # that, 
Our tolls obſcure and a- that, 
The rank is but the guinea-ftamp, 
The man'g the goud for a that. 


What though on hamely fare we dine, 

| Wear hodden gray, and a” that; 

Cie fools their ſilk, and eee wine, 

8 A man's. 2 mas fin 3? that. | 
For a' that, and a. that, 

heir tinſel ſhew, and a- FRY 

An honeſt man, though ne'er ſac poor, 

Is chief o men for a? that. 


Ye ſee yon birkie, ca'd a lord, | 

Wha ſtruts, and flares, and a* that, 
Though hundreds worſhip at his word. 
Here but @ cuif ſor w thats 


5 Tora. chat, ad a? that; - | 
His ribband, ftar, and a that; | 
| A man of independenit-waind, BEG 


The king can mak? a belted knight, 
A marquis, duke, and a that, 4 
But an honeſt man's aboon his might, 
Guid- faith he manna fa” that! | 
= For x that, and a“ that, 
His dignities, and a' that; 1 
The 2 ſenſe, and pride o- worth, 
Are grander far than a- that. 


Then let us pray, that come it may, 
That ſenſe and worth, o'er a“ the earth, 
| Shall bear the gree, and a“ that; 


For a' that, and a that, 

It's coming yet, for a' that; 
Whan man and man, the world o'er, 
Shall brothers be, and a that. 


- 


| ROSLIN' nin. 


Ax dead of 8 C 
2 the wild maze of pleaſure rose, „„ 
And Mira joins th? inſnaring ſports, - 

While art aſſumes the voice of love: A 
= To Roflin's ruins I repair, | | 
= A ſolitary wretch forlorn, diag. 
_— To mourn unſeen, unpitied there | 
3 a eon. 


'No fond of joy diſturbs my firain, 

= No hind is whiſtling on the hill; 
—_ No herdſman winding o'er the plain, — 
No maiden fanging by the rill. 5 4 

: Eſte, murm'ring thro? the darkſome pines, 
_—_- Reflecta the moon's uncertain beam 1 
—= While through the clouds the faintly ſhiness, öN 
A — In fonay'veye the pal ghoſt ! „ 


_ Not ſo the night, that in thy halls ls : 
C. Once, Roſlin! dane in zo ad 
= The owl now ſcreams within thy walls, 
I 6. That echoed mirth's inſpiring ſong. . E 
© = Where bats now flit on duſky wings, 1 
= Th' empurpled feaſt was wont to flow; 
| And beauty danc'd in graceful rings 
Where now the dank weeds baleful grow. * 
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| What — ddd how rt 
How fair! how fine, their matchleſi dar 


: Here fleeps their u undiſtinguiſh'd clay; 8 


_ The r loſt their - 
8 grab FEE r one's name; 
Not ſo the charms that verſe inſpire, 
Increafiog years Hkrwile ded fines” 


2 THE NEGLECTED Tan. 
I I Sing the Britiſh Hanes =o 
A theme renown'd in ftory; 


It well deſerves more poliſh'd lays; 
Ohl 'tis your boaſt and glory. 


| When mad-brain'd war fpreads death . ; | 


By them you are protected 
But when in peace the nation's ond, 


Thefe bulwarks are — 3 : "- 


5 | — y 
Be mindful of his merit ; 
And when again you r W in war, 


. 


| When thickeſt drknef covers all, 


Far on the trackleſs ocean; 


: When lightnings dart—when thunders 1 2 


And all is wild commotion; 


| When o'r back the whit topp'® wane, 


Wen nb 
Untam'd amidſt the howling. 


Then, ob! protedd, ce. 


| When deep bs in flphurous ſmoke, 


He feels a glowing pleaſure; 
He loads his gun—he cracks his joke, | 


Elated beyond meaſure. 


| Tho fore and aft the blood flain'd deck 


Should lifeleſs trunks appear; 


Or ſhould the veſſel float a wreck, 


22. ä 
Seq 8 


Es bc bon fates tales, 


Where ſcorching beams aſſail him; 


| When all the canvas hangs ſupine, 


And food and water fail him; 


en TIS. 


| Why 0 hould the man who . go . 
Behold him move along the pier, 
Behold him begging for employ! | 


: Then view the anguiſh in his eye | 


- 


Where plenty fill i is reigning; | * 


= They call the watch—hys 1 e. * 3 


Rage oe 1-4 
ſo 2 


i Or burniag on tn noxious mult; 


Where death fo oft ne 


Or pinch'd by hoary Greenland froſt, 


True courage ſtill attends him: 


No clime can this eradicate; 809 


He glories in annoyance; 


He fearleſs braves the ſtorms of fate, 


And bids grim death defiance. 2 3 
: Then, oh! protest, de. „ 5 1 
In peace be then negleQed? 
Pale, meagre, and dejected! 
Behold him difregarded! 


Ann, EIN 
— oh! . 


go + 


To them your deareſt rights you owe 


In peace then would you ſtarve them? | 


What. ſay: ye Britain's ſons?—oh! no! 


Protect them and preſerve them. 


: Shield them from poverty and pain, 


Tis policy to do it; 


Or when grim war ſhall come gin, 


Oh, Britons, ye may rue it! 


GROUND Ivy. 


25 Wan en ba vile, oe 


| In peace my father's bones are laid, 
Ah! liſten to my artleſs tale, 
| r 


| Misfortune's lorn and helplefs child 


I early to yon meadows fly, 


| And there 1 gather boughpots wild, 


And through the ſtreets of London ary, 
Ground 1 ivy, . i, &c. 


| On yonder bank fect flow'rets grew, 


There cowſlips and primroſes ſpread; 
Theſe now I cull with violets blue, | 
And boughpots fell to ** me * : 
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I tempt each paſſenger to buy: 
And oft aweary on my way, 
1 mourn my fate, e e 
* * Koe. 


Though fjcads and parents all ute dead, r 
Vet us who gives the neſtlings food, 
Will feed my wants, will give me bread, 


And keep me in the path of good: 


Though ſome with art my beauty praiſe, 4:0 


And firive my innocence to burz 
5 In keep me ſtill in virtue's wayh,.. 
"Aus {till to ev'ry call reply, 
SGeround ivy, &. 


MOULINES—MARIA. 


| was near a thicket's calm retreat, | 


Under a poplar tree, 

Maria choſe her wretched ſeat, 
Io mourn her ſorrows free. 
- Her lovely form was ſweet to , 
As dawn at op* ning day, 


But, ah! ſhe mourn'd her love not e 5 


And wept * cares _ 


25 Thoſs joys mich once the rd to prize, | 5 7 


Poor hapleſs maid, oo cn behold 
And hear thy love-lorn tory told 
Maria, luckleſs waid, adieu, 


For heav'n will take a maid ſo true 
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= The brook * her feet, 


In murmurs ſmooth along; 


Her pipe, which once ſite % moſt feet | 


Had wow forgot its ſong. 


No . 


For grief has fill'd her breaſt, 


But — . 


Thy forrows ſo fevere; | 


Without a falling tear. 


Thy ſorrows ſoon muſt ceaſe, To: Es 
To everlaſting peace. 


sMalLou, &c. 


THERE was an Iriſh lad, „ | 
Who lov'd a cloiſter'd Nun, ; - 1 
And it. made him very ſad, 

For what was to be done. 


He thought it was bg hae, 
A moſt confounded fin, 6 
I 
And he could not get in: 
Vet he vent er'ry day, he cou'd do nothing more, 
Yet he went ev'ry day unto the Convent door, 
And he ſung ſweetly, Smalilou, ſmalilou, ſmalilou; 
And he ſung * 


N To catch aten, | 
He play'd a thouſand tricks, 
The bolts he tried to ftir, 
And he gave the wall ſome kicks; 5 
He ſtamp' d, and rav d, and ſigh' d, and r 
8 ſwore, _ 
The devil burn the — 
The devil take the door: 
Vet he went ev'ry day, he ned ah - 
Vet he went ev'ry day, and.look'd like a fool. 
Though he ſung ſweetly, Smalilou, & o. 


One morn' ſhe left her bed, 
Becauſe ſhe could not fleep, 
And to the window ſped, 
Jo take a little peep; 


48 
And what did ſhe do then, 
= She bade the Nuns good night: 
—_ Tenderly the liſten d to all he had to 5 5 
x 8 Then jump'd into his arms, and fo they ran away, 1 
Aas chey ſung ſweetly Smalilou, Kc. For 
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THE STREAMLET THAT FLOWD. 


THE ele de flow'd round he cot, 3 
All the charms, all the charms of my Emily knew: = 
Hos oft has its courſe been forgot, ” 

1 R „ e e to woo. 


— Believe me, the foud flver ride, . M A 
=_ For ſilently, ſwelling with pride, 


* - 
r 


5. 


A POST UNDER GOVERNMENT. 


mr O'Connaught from Dublin com'd over, 


To ſnug little England his fortune to try, 


| And of honeſtly thriving the art to diſcover, - 


For ſome.folks have Luck, and why ſhouldn't 2 


For [ had a father, as well as my betters, 


Who taught me to write and to de and to ſpl, 


80 determin'd to be a complete man of letter, 


I turn'd penny poſtman and live by my bell 
mann, ̃ 7s £24 wagl . 
* . IAENEE 7 


cc ett 

By my conſcience of mine, they can ſay no ſuch thing: 
if they did, they would findit too much on the brogue, Sir, 
| Becauſe, do ye ſee, mine belongs to the king: 


So I lade a ſnug life as a man can deſire, 


My conſcience is clear, I'm in nobody's debt; 


Then I wear a cockade, and pray who can look higher, | 


And as for my fortune it's only to get. 
Mid my ring a ding, Kc. 


And then palklubl it ö 
Io hear your Italians ſqueak, quaver and . 


When they know there's no odds twixt my bell &their muſic, 


Than between a Dutch jig and an Iriſh howl: 


From my Lord to my Lady, when parted afunder, 


If I bring a letter, it's true on my life; | 
Says my Lord, that matt hills x6 lid nee thnnter, 
Aud puts me in mind of the tongue of my wife. | 


Wid my ring a ding, & 
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Try CHERRY GIRL. 


SWEET Tenth eee ay tht 


And round about London am known . 


But when my ſweet cowſlips no longer abound, = 
: I | 


. e 
With fine golden pippins for thoſe that will buy: 


= | But when the warm ſciſon of ſummer comes round, 


| cry my ſmect cherries penny a pound. 0 


| Lei with nen aft 

And the choiceſt of fruit in my barrow I bear: 
| With full nf weight, 20d 7 E 
. GN : ; 


THE LITTLE FARTHING RUSH-LIGHT. 


SIR os ne ati bo med, | = Aj 
 Bluſh'd black as a crow, his fair lady dd bluſh light, 1 
The clock ſtruck twelve, they were a in beds | 
In the chimney a ruſh-light, - Þ 
A 3 ruſh-lighe, | — 


an e e F 
Cries he, . | > 
| Then, 00000 —_ 
A little farthing ruſh-light, 

Fal lal lal l, - 


| Alitle furching ran Ack. 
drr Solomon then out of bed pops his toes, | 
And vat he ſwore and very much 6d curſe gh, 
| And then to the chimney Sir Solomon he goes, : 
And he puff d at the ruſh-light, . 
= re rv ei 
_ "Fat hl hills 
| The bade arhing rahlight. 


Lady Simons got out ann ee 
And ever the carpet my lady did bruſh * 
| And there Sir Solomon the found in a heat, 
Puffing at the ruſh light: 
| Then ſhe puff d a the ruſb-light, 

But neither of them both oF 

Cou'd blow aut the ruſh-light. 


Sir Solomon and Lady, their breath quite gone, 
| Rang the bells in a rage, determin'd to cruſh light, | ; 

Half a-ſleep in his ſhirt. then up came John, ; 
And he puff d at the ruſh-light; 
The little farthing ruſhb-light; 
But neither of the three 
 Cou'd. blow out the r ruſk-bght, 

Ry D 2 


i 


Cook, coachee, men and maids, very near all in buff. 
R e ee 
"light, 
And each of th family, by turn, had » puff 
At the little farthing ruſh-light; | TIS a 
The curſt farthing ruſh-light, 
But none of the family f, 
Cou d * out the —— 


The watchman, at iii 
5 Here warben. come op. than you we might on eee 
| light— 
Then up came the watchman—the buns was denc— 
8 
n 
Fal lal lal lal la, | 
So he put out the ruſh-light. 


+4 mb wor al ry, 

| ARRISTIPPUS' RULES. = 
LET care be a ſtranger to each jovial ſoul, 
Who, Ariſtippus like, — 


Of wiſeſt philoſophers wiſeſt was he, 
Who attentive to eaſe, let his mind ſtill be ſree: 


= The prince, peer, or peaſant to him were the ſame, 


For pleas'd, he was pleaſing to all where he came, 
But ſtill turn'd his back on contention and ſtrife, 
Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 


; 33 
Ae all A. 
And the peace of mankind was his ultimate end; | 
= He found fault with none, if none found fault with him, 
If his friend had a humour, he humour d his whimz _ 
If wine was the word, why he bumper'd his glaſs,— 
If love was the topic, he toaſted his laſs; | 
But ſtill turn'd his back on contention and ftrifc, 
. 6p ha | 


Wench Alputed, nnd | 

He found fault with neither; fas this wes his ereed; | 
That let them be guided by folly or ſenſe, * 1 
Twould be ſemper cadem an hundred years hence. 
He thought twas unſocial to be mal- content, 
- Fu | If the tide went with him, with the tide too he went; 
| But till turn'd his back on contention and firife, - 
3 F AION” 


Was the . 
If a peace was concluded, a peace was his word, 
Diſquiet to him, or of body and mind. 
Was the longitude only he never could find: 
The philoſopher's ſtone was but gravel and pain, 
And all who had ſought it, had ſought it in vain; 
He ſtill turn'd his back on contention and ſtrife 
Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 


Then let us all follow Ariſtippus rules. 
And deem his opponents both aſſes and mules; 
Let thoſe not contented to lead or to. drive, = 
| * —_—_ 


Expell'd from the manſions of quiet and eaſe, 
May they never find out the bleſt art how to pleaſes 
| By thoſe maxims may live all the days of our lives — | 


wane IN WAR oN THE OCEAN. 


VVV he aro; E: 
Though with Wr 
Let us ſee on their veſſels Old England's flag wave, 

| OG ea e 2 xy open 


| Ao nine e e eee TEES 
With three cheers they are welcom'd by each Britiſh tar; 
Whilſt the genius of Britain ſtill bids us advance, 4 
r France. 


| Tut mark our laſt broadfide! the ſinks, down the go, 
Quickly mann all our boats, they no longer are foes, 
To ſnatch a brave fellow from a wat'ry grave, 
Is worthy a Briton who conquers to ſave. 


vou o 


vou — Bayklhu, 

That live at home at caſe, 

Ah! little do you think upon 

Tbe dangers of the ſeas. 

Give ear unto the mariners, qMö 

All the cares and the fears 

— When the ſtormy winds do blow. 
When the kap windy ue. 


If enemies oppoſe © is es 
When England is at war, 

With any foreign nation 

We fear not wound nor ſcar, 

| Our roaring guns ſhall teach ? em 

Our valour for to know, 

Whilſt they reel on their keel, 

When the ſtormy winds do blow. 

1 When N winds, 4 


Then courage all 8 
And never be diſmay'd, x 
Whilſt we have bold adventurerz, 
We ne*er ſhall want a'trade. 
Wi = 


. Our merchants will enploy us, 

T0 fetch them gold we know, 

: r | 
When the bonn wind, 4. 


Then wa a health to Macon, 
And to his gallant tars, 


5 Long may thefe Britiſh heroes bold, 


Deſpiſe both wounds and ſcars, 


Make France, and Spain, and Holland, 5 


And all their foes-to know, 

Britain reigns o'er the main, 

While the . 
While the ſtormy winds, &c: | 


THREE YEARS A SAILOR'S LIFE 1 LED. 


oy THREE . fullr's Ki 1 led, 
And plough' d the roaring ſea; 
For why her foes ſhould England dread, 
Whilſt all her ſons are free. 
From France and Spain io earn my bread 
Il T thought it far dye ſee, 


And if a ſhot had ta'en my bs; - 


Why there” s an end of me. 


KEE: 


a f * 
x * 
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A medicine ſure for grief and care, 
Thenceforth an eaſy fail to bear, 
And run before the wind. _ 
Their conj'ring fill let doctors boaſt; 
And noſtrums of. their ſhop, 
Where'er we ſearch from coaſt to coaſt | 
There's none "he the — _ 


For gold we fail the works around, 


And dare the tempeſts rage; & 
For when the ſparklers once are found, 
They eyry ill aſſuage. 

* Is Torn Jew nad Chiilizn, not fg. 
J Ok diff rence here we find, | 

4 I he Jew no loathing has to piz⸗ 

If tis of the guinea kind. = 


THE DUTCH FISH-MONGER. 


1 OF all what firive to live and thrive, —_ 
2 And by cunning to over- reach man; Rr. 
| Whether trade ben dead or trade ben alive, = 
De beſt trade of allis Dieſiman. = 
Vorl he fiſh a he can get, 1 
But all ben fiſh in the Dieſtman's nee. 

II ben liderlick, du biſt liderlick, a lay te. 


1 
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38 
| Miynheer can divhifer Gal, by chance, 
Mynheer, by chance, can caper; - 
= * ik never let mine vrow go dance, 
Till ſomebody pay de piper: 


And if myn croopen holt his hond, | 
I eroak mine pipe, and I nic for ſtond. 


. Ik ben A Kc. 


we trade mit 1 Youky, an de Scot, 
And cheaten de taen and de to'ther; | 


We cheaten the Jew, the better as dat, 


We cheaten one eĩther *nothers : 
And at Amſterdam, when we come dere, 
We ſhall cheaten the devil, and that's all fair. 
Ik ben 2 Kc. 


De nne mans comic de 6th dat's nice, 
And looks as ſharp as donder; 

Ik praiſe mine goods, and I tak mine price, 
And fell him ſtinking flounder: 

Den he cry tief man, ik ſay yaw! 

Mit mine hood: to mine — com” ca. 


N 


And twice had faiPd the world all over, 


Ned flew to take of Kate his leave, 


Loet Fortune ſmile, or let her frown, 


All cares in generous flip ll d rown, > 


When lo! a ſail appear'd in view, | 
And Ned with many a tar was ſlain. 


KATE or DOVER.” . _ = 
NED Elin was lov'd by al the tips 1 


Held work his way, or rink ks fps 
Wah —— mund 
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Had ſeen his meſsmates oft laid low, = 
Let * he ** ar Kate of Dover. i 
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Fair was anche e 
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Says he, my love your grief give o'er, | 
For Ned can ne'er his Kate deceive. 


7 ** 
"OH 


FEM 
* $5 
—— . 4 


To you I ne er will prove a rover, 
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And full * Le of Dover. | 


The towꝰ ring cliffs der bade 8 
To brave all dangers on the main, 


Thus death, who lays each ſorrow low, 
Robb'd Kitty of her faithful ee | 
The tars oft tell the tale of woe, 

And heave a figh for Kate of Dover. 
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Al penfive now ſhe mourns the day, 


And tears bedew her cheeks at night; . 


Sad pale and wan ſhe pines away, 


For Ned was all her ſouls delight! 


Deep anguiſh broke her bleeding heart, 
Still conftant to her faithful lover, 
She faintly cry d, we ſhall not part, 


| Than N the pride of Dover 


ROTHSAY AND CAITHNESS FENCIBLES. 


e 
Again the tale relate, 
That Sinclair is to raiſe a corps, 

To fight for king and ftate. 
0 e e e ee youths, = 
Have leſt the Caithneſs ſhore, 
But never did a — march, 
CHORUS, 
Then let us fill a bumper full, 
| To Rothſay's noble Duke, 
Who under his protection has, 
The Lads of Caithneſs took. 
* A lofty promontory, at the bottom of which i he 


boundary of — and Wan. 


Fe. 


= 8. 


K — — s 


tion in Scotland. 


the Earl of Caithneſs, are n pain by the name 
af the Men of Mey. 


61 
Let Jonny Groats * rejoice at this, - 
And all the men of Mey, 
The Pentland Firth | ſhould dance mah . 
On ſuch a merry day. 
The Ord ſhould bend its ſtubborn Ig 
And lofty Morven g̊ imule, 
When firt it ſees the Caithneſs band 1 
Ayn _ our ie. —_ 


Let others brag of ns, - 
Ot kilt and belted plaid: 
Whilſt we the ancient trews ſhall wear, 
In which our fathers bled! 
Like them we'll fight vith truth and zeal, | 
As well as wear their dreſs; 
And guard our native iſle from thoſe 

Who would her ſons oppreſs. 


Then let us fill a bumper full, &c. 


bo Celebrated for having been the moſt northerly habita- 
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The Pentland Firth is the ftrait that divides Caithneſs 
from Orkney. 


$ The higheſt mountain in Caithncs = 5 1 
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To forme ies ur Sth youths, | 
Whoſe couqu*ring es in thoſe r. „ 
The crowns of Europe held. * 
Shall then the ſons of France pretend 
With Scotland's ſons to vie? | 
If they ſuppoſe they're better men I 
Ein 1 | 
Them * bumper ll, ae. 


If Britain” s ſons are firm and true, 
And by each other ſtand, 
| No foreign foe will venture then 
To ſtain our native land, 
Or, if they hould adh our coaſts, „ 
Impell'd by want and need, ak 1 
When Rothſay's banners are diſplay'd, 

hee fly from thence with ſpeed. 
Tien tet w ll a bumper fl, 8 


| The king, our noble "SIE 
| The queen, our mother dear: L 
The princes, brother ſoldiers are, | / 

Whom we ſhall all revere. — 
We'll them defend with might and main, N 

Againſt all ſorts of foes; 

Should they come arm'd to fight like men, 
Or aim their trait'rous blows. geez 
Then let us fill a bumper full, ce. 
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THE BOATIE ROWS, | 


' Ow: move baagia, rows 
And better may ſhe ſpeed; 
And lieſomę may the . row, 
That wins the bairns' bread; | 
The boatie rows, the boatie rows 55 


The boatie rows indeed, 


That wins my bairng* bread. = 


O weel may the boatie row, 
That fills a heavy creel, 
And cleads us a* frae head 3 4 

And buys our pottage meal; 

The boatie rows, the boatie rows, 

The boatie rows indeed, 

And happy be the lot of a', 
That waſh the — — 


— be war's bending 
And wan frac me my heart, 


O muckle lighter grew my ereel, 


He ſwore we'd never part; 


The boatie rows, the boatie rows, 
The boatie rows fu? weel, ai 


And muckle lighter is the load 
Wen love bears vp the creeL 
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1 
My kurtch I put upon my head, 
And dreſs'd myſel' fu“ braw, 
When Jamie gaed awa'; 

But weel may the boatie row, 
And lucky be her part; 


That yields an honeſt heart. 


Are up and gotten lear; 
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And lighten a? our care. 
The boatie rows, the boatie rows, 
The boatie rows fu* weel, 
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And hirpling round the door, 
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As we did them before; 
Then weel may the boatie row, 
She wins the bairns' bread; 
And happy be the lot o' a', 
That wiſh the boatie ſpeed. 
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And lightſome be the laffie's care, 


When e Jock, an* Janetie, 3 
They'll help to gar the boatie row, 
And lightſome be ber ear that ber 


8 W down, 


They'll row to keep us dry and warms ; 


— __— 


1 7 at 

Little orphans are ſiſter and I, ſadly poor, 

Induſt ry our wealth, and no dwelling we have, 
| Dat yon nel conge that tans onthe moor. 


Nee dy thai duds ob tales ae ; | 

Contented we juſt keep the wolf from the door, 
And Phebus retiring, trip home with delight, 

To our neat little cottage that ſtands on the moor. 


' 

| Our meals are but homely, mirth ſweetens the cheer, 
Adden our inmate, the gueſt we adere. 

| And heart-eaſe and health. make a palace appear. 

Cf our neat little cottage that ſtands on the moor. 


of A THE AIRTS TIE Wr CAN BLAW. 
| | ro | BURNS, 


For there the bonny laſſie lives, the laſs that I lo'e beſt; 

Tho' wild woods grow, an' rivers * wi _ a ball 
Rn = 
| Baith day an' night my * 8 flight is ever wi' wy lea, 1 
| * 4 


| Of a the aims the vin can blaw, I dearly like the eh 


___ 
* 


Id cee her in the dewy flowers, ſae lovely, forect an' fair, 
I hear her voice in ka bird, wi. muſic charm the air, 


There's not a bonny flower that {prings, by — ſhaw, 5 


or green, 


Nor yer a bon bird tha gs but minds me o I 


"WM the banks of flowing @lyde the laſes buſkc hem brav. 
But when their * on, wy Jenny dings 
4 them s:; 


In n bn 


— r * 


The gameſome lamb, that fucks the am, mair harmleſs 
 . ___canna be, 

ae nag hor tore ns 

The ſparkling dew, of cleareſt hew, is like her ſhining een, 
In ſhape an' air wha can compare, wi' my fweet lovely Jean. 


O blaw ye weſtlin' win's blaw ſaft, amang the leafy trees, 
+. 8 . 
HE bees; | | 


| 2 bring the laſſie back to me that” s ay ſae neat an chan, : 


Ac ene nn W Jean. 


What ſighs an vows amang the knowes, ha'e pat atween | 


us twa, 
How ſain do meet, how wae to part, that day ſhe gade awa, 


The pow'rs aboon can only ken, to whom the heart is ſeen, 


That nane can be ſac dear to me as my ſweet lovely Jean, 


{0p 


1 THE day is depart Aarted, and round from the cloud, 


— — — — — — ee + 


ALONE BY THE Liatrr OF THE MOON. 


The moon in her beauty appears; 
The voice of the nightingale warbles aloud, 
The muſic of love in our ears 


Maria appear! now the ſeaſon ſo ſweet, 


While the beat of the heart is in tune, 


| The time is ſo tender for lovers to meet, 


Alone by ett er” 


| I cannot, when preſent, unfold * 1 feely 


I figh—cana lover do more; 


Her name to the ſhepherds I never reveal, 


Yet I think of her all the day ofer. 


Maria, my love, do you long for the grove, 


Do you ſigh for an interview ſoon; 


Docs &er a kind thought rua on me as you rore, 
Alone * tlie light of the moon. 


3 name from the 8 3 I hear, | 
My boſom is all in a glow; | 


| Your voice, when it vibrates ſo ſweet thro! mine car, | 


My heart thrills-—my eyes overflow, 
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ve Powers of the fy, will your bounty divine, 


Indulge a fond lover his boon; 


Shall heart ſpring to heart, and Maria be wine, 


 Aloneby the light of the moon. 


1 


JENNY'S BAWBEE. 


* 1 MET 8 birks amang, 8 


Wo hanging lugs and faces lang, 

Lipeer'd at ne! bour Bauldy Strang, 
| What are they theſe we ſee! 

Quoth he, ilk cream-fac*'d pawky chiel, 


„ Thinks himſell cupning as the deil, 
46 And here they cam , awa to ſteal; 


* Bawbee.” . 


The firſt, 6 


Wi' il n' d ſcull, and back weel clad, 
March'd round the barn and by the ſhed, 


And papped on his knee; 
Qpoth he, * My goddeſs, nymph, and queen, 
% Your beauty's dazzl'd baith my een, 


But deil a penny he had ſeen; 


But on my" 8 


. 


4 Noa ed e = ent 4 
Wi baſſen'd nag, and filler whup, 3 


|  Cry'd, © here's my beaſt, lad had che grops 


Or tie him to a tree; 


What's gow'd to me, I've wealth of an', 
00 5 B | 
* thought to pay what he was awnz 


Wi' 3 s Bawbee. 


A Lawyer neilt mi blatherin' 8 
Wi ſpeeches wove like ony webz 
In ilk anes corn he took a dab, 


| And a' for a fee; 
Accounts * aud thro” a' the W 


And tradeſmens tongues nae mair ov ig 


E: But now he thought to clout his gown, 


3 Quite fpruce, juſt Fra the waſhing tubs, 


. 


Wi' * — 


A fool came neiſt, but life has rubs, 


| Foul were the roads, and fu* the dubs, 


And ſair beſmear'd was is: 
He danc'd up ſquinting thro? a glaſs, 
And grinn'd, *I, faith a bonny laſs,” 
He thought to win wi? front o' braſs, 

Jenny's Bawbee. 


| Gets fie Laink gee hain bi wg 
The Soldier not to ſtrut ſae big, 
The Lawyer not to be a prig, 


The fool he ery'd *tevhee, - 


& I kend that I could never fail,” 
| But, ſhe prinnꝰd the diſh-clout to his tail 
— ———<c——M 


8 a lad of ſenſe, | 
Altho' he had na mony pence, 

He took young Jenny to the "I 

| BR, 1 
Shin Johnny was a clever chiel, 
And here his ſuit he preſs'd ſae HY 
That Jenny's heart grew ſaft as jeel, 


* 


ram ROSALE. 


ON that lone bank where Lubin dy's, 
Fair Roſale, a wretched maid, 
Sat weeping o'er the cruel tide, 
Faithful to her Lubin's ſhade. 


—äę . . —— 


— 


6 Ms 
Waſt him to this mournful ſhore, | 
And deck his corpſe with flowers o'er. 


| I'dever watch his mould'ring clay, 
And pray for his eternal reſt, 
When time his form has worn away, 


His duſt I'd place within my breaſt. 


While thus ſhe mourn'd her Lubin va. 
And echo to her grief repli d, b 
Lol at her feet, his corpſe was <q 
She ſhriek'd! the claſp'd him! 56e Ae 


orren GRAY. a 


75 Ho! why doſ thou ver and hake, 


And why Joſt thy and look ſo blue! 
__ 66 ?Tits the weather that's cold, 
„ Tis I'm grown very old, 
And my doublet is not very neu, 


hey Welke day!“ I, 
| -E . 


—_— 


a= 


"be ad — 

And my money's all gone, 

2 —— 8 
* Wo 


| Elie away a houſe an the brow, 


Gaffer Gray; 


And knock at the jolly Prics's door. 


The Prieſt often preaches 
- Agunſt worldly riches; 


1 2 * But ne'er gives mite to the por, 


66 4 Wella-day?” | 


| The Lone Barth the hill 


Gaffer Gray; 


: Warmly fenc'd both in back and in front 


He will faſten his locks, 

« And will threaten the ſtocks, 3 
„ Should he ever more find me in want, 

„% 


The Squire VE fat 3 and brown 5 | 
Gaffer Gray; | 


Aud the ſeaſon wil . you there, 


And his merry new- year, 
Are all for the fluſh and the fair | 
Weld” 


— 1 cones, 
SGiaaffer Gray; 
| What then, while t eds man, vel e 
The poor man alone; 

When he hears the poor moan, 

Ol his morſe, recipe 

TT _ NT | 


SALLY IN OUR ALLEY. 


OF all the girls that are fo-ſmart, 
There's none like pretty . 
She is the darling of my ee 
- And the lives in our alley 
There's neꝰ er a lady in the land 
Is half fo ſweet as Sally, 
For ſhe's the darling of my heart, 
And lives into our Alley. 


. 
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For thoſe who want to buy em, 
Her mother ſhe makes laces long, 


And thro? the ſtreets does ery. em: 
Baut ſure ſuch folks could ne'er beget, 


Such a charming girl as Sally, 


She is the darling of my heart, 


— ,- 


| When ſhe is by 1 teave my works | 


1 love her fo fincerely, 


My maſter comes like any Turk, 


And bangs me moſt ſeverely: 


But let him bang his belly full, 


I'll bear it all for Sally, 


For ſhe's the darling of my ſoul, 


r 


Of all the . that's i in ROY 


I dearly love but one day, 


And that's the day that comes 1 


A Saturday and Monday; 


For then I'm dreſt all in my beſt, I 


To walk abroad with Sally, 


For ſhe's the darling of my ſoul, 


2 me to church. 
Becauſe I leave him in the larehs 

I leave the church in ſermon time, 
For ſhe's the darling of my ſoul, 

When Chriſhmas ga, 


Tn hoard it up; and be and all, | 


She is the darling of my heart, 


| Wer't notfor her Fd better ben 
15 But when my ſeven long years are out, 


Oh! then we'll wed, and then we'l beds 


” 


Where often I am blamed, 
As ſoon as text is named, 
And ſlink away to Sally, 


— of 


Oh! then I ſhall have money; 


I'll give it to my honey. 
And wou'd it a 
I'd give it all to Sally; 


. 


My maſter and th negboure a 


Y , a 9 


A ſlave, and row a galley: 


Oh! then I'll marry Sally; 


nnn 


__ "== 3 EY | 7 | 
_— CD MACPHARLANE. 


_ WHEN W dern, 2 
But 0 ſhe's come, and gene, 
1 I can get none, 
For — on * der. 


Her ee e 
Her mither loves ber beer, 
_ BE ] canna get "a | 
| — this love, &c. 


= I took it in odd 
To write my love a letter - 
—_ But alas! She canna read, 


3 For thinking of my darling; 
= PN wander too in queſt, 

of lovely Jeſs . 
| Ohl thus love, &c. 


* 
* 3 


* "=> 
N 
4 


2 


o fay, have you met the feet nymphs in your way, £4 
 Tranſtendant as Venus, and blithe as Aurora, BIT 


| From Neptun's bed riſing, to-hail the new daß; 
— * Forlorn do 1 wander, Pad, e ee Hp N 
The faireſt, the rareſt, for ever my theme; 
A goddeſs in form, tho a cottager's daughter, 
| That dwells the Verde FAY wi ode, 22 


| 5 Tho bordlings fo gay nd young mu have fought her | 7 
1 To link her fair hand in the conjugal chainz 5 q 
Devoid of ambition, the cottager's daughter = 
Convinc'd them, their flattery and offers were van. 
| When firſt I beheld her, I fondly beſought her, _ 
| | M heart did her homage, and love was her theme; 
| She vow'd to be mine, the ſweet cottager's daughter, 
| That dwells on the borders of Aln's winding ſtream.  *+ 


Then, why, thus alone does ſhe leave me to languiſh, 

Paſtora to ſplendor cou'd ne'er yield her hand; 

| Ah! no ſhe returns to remove my fond anguiſh, 

5 O' er her heart love and truth retain the command; 

| The wealth of Golgonda could never have bought her, 
Rp For love, truth and conſtancy ſtill is her theme, 

| Then give me kind Hymen, the cottager's daughter, 

| That dwells on the borders of Aln's winding ſtream. 
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| THE WOUNDED: HUSSAR. 


 ALONF n 
Fair Adelaide hied when the battle was o'er; 
D whither, ſhe cry'd haſt thoy wander'd my true love, 


Or here doſt thou welter and bleed on the ſhore. | 
What voice have I beard! twas my Henry that ſigh'd, 
All mournſul fhe haſten d, gor wander'd ihe far, 
When bleeding and low, on the heath ſhe defcry'd, 


tA wounded Huſſar. 


From — $th bf cure was fecuming | 


And pale was his viſage ,deep mark'd with a ſcar, 
And dim was that eye, once expreſſively beaming, 
That melted in love, and that kindled in war; ö 
How ſmit was poor Adelaide's heart at the fight, 
How bitter ſhe wept o'er the victim of war: 
« Haſt thou come my fond love this laſt ſorrowful night, 


_ . of your wounded Hula.” 


« Thou ſhalt live! cho reply'8) heaven's mercy relioving, 


* Each anguiſhing wound ſhall forbid me to mourn,” 


Ahl no, the laſt pang in my boſom is heaving, 
No light of the morn ſhall to Henry return: 


4 Thou charmer of life ever tender and true, | 
« Ye babes of my love that await me afar.” 


His fault'ring tongue ſcarcely could murmur, TY 


When he ſunk in her arms, the poor wounded Huſſar. 


— — —U— — — — — 
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THE CONTENTED SHEPHERD. 


wy 64 irate mio | 
With thick cluſters of vine, intermingl'd and wove, 
1 behold my thatch'd cottage, dear manſion of eaſe, 


The ſeat of contentment, of friendſhip and love. 


Each morn, when I open the latch of my door, 
My heart throbs with rapture, to hear the birds ſing, 

And at night when the dance of the village is o'er, 
Oa my pillow I ſtrew the freſh roſes of ſpring, 


| When I hide in the foreſt from noon's fcorching ray, 
| While the torrent's deep murmur, re- echoing ſound, 


When the herds quit their paſture to quaff the clear ſtream, 5 
And the flocks in the vale lie extended around. 


I muſe, but my thoughts are contented and free, 


I regret not the ſplendor of riches and pride, 


| The delights of retirement are dearer to me, 
_ Than the — * greatneſs allied, 


; I Gog, and my SE Ae a Yo | 


My cheek glows with health, like the wild craſs in bloom, 
I dance, yet forget not tho' blithſome and gay, 


That I meaſure the footſteps that lead to the tomb, 
Conteyted to live, yet not fearful to die, 


With a conſcience unſpotted | paſs thro' life's ſcene, 
On the wings of delight ev'ry moment ſhall fly, 
And the end of my days be reſign d and ſerrne. 


I felt that I never again ſhould behold her; 


OH: THE MOMENT. WAS SAD. 


 Savourna deligh ſhighna oh! 
HAT aer I wa vigh betend, 
.. en way router, | 
Damp was her hand, no marble was colder, 


| When the word of command put our men into motion, ; 
Savourna, &c. | 

ae 

Savourna, &c. 

| Briſk were our troops all roaring like thunder, 

Pleas'd with the voyage, impatient for plunder; i 

eee eee 
Savourna, &c. | 


Long I fought for my country, far, far from my true love, 
Savourna, &c. 

| All my pay and-m booty I hoarded for you love, 

Savourna, &c. 2 * | 

Peace was proclaim d, eſcap d from the laughter,  — | 

Landed at home, my ſweet girl I ſought her; | 

But ſorrow alas! W 


vo⁰n⁰ TOM. 


= Hens Sheer hulk lies poor Tom e. — 
I ? be darling of our crew, 82 
| No more he'll hear the tempeſt howling, | 
| For death has broach'd him too. 
| Hs form wu l the uind teanty, | OY! 
His heart was kind and ſoft, 8 
* Faithful below he did — 
| ww now he's gone aloft, 


Tom never from his word departed, . 
His virtues were fo rare, | 
His friends were many, and true hearted, | 
[ His Poll was kind and fair: 
And then he'd ſing ſo blithe and Jolly, 
Abl many's the time and oft; _ 
But mirth is turn'd to melancholy, 
For Tom is gone aloft. 


| Yet ſhall poor Tom find — weather, 
| When Ht, who all commands, 
Shall give, to call life's crew together, 
Fo” The word to pipe all hands. 
4 Thus death, who kings and tars diſpatches, 
1 Ia ain Tom's life has doffed, | 
| For though his body's- under hatches, 
8 . 
1 — 1 —— SORES At: 
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' HONEST BOB OF THE MILI.. 


| MY heart is as honeſty and brave as the beſt, 

My body's as found as a roach: : 
Though in gay fangl'd garments never was reſt, 
. 4 


If Fortune refuſes to flow with my hs, 

My ſacks with her riches to fill, bes - 

Why ſurely, tis Fortune alone that's to blame, 
And not honeſt Bob of the mill. l 


| My breaſt is as artleſs, and blithe as my lay, 

From my cottage content never flies; 

She is ſure to reward the fatigue of the day, 
Had I . how to vue the Prize. _ 


Would the g 1 love, then, but give me her han 4 


The world it may wag as it will; 
I defy the firſt ſquire, or lord of the nd, l 
To diſhonour plain Bob of the mill 


wm Mt 
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1 THE breeze was freſh, the ſhip in uur, * 

Each breaker hufh'd the ſhore a haze,” 
When Jack no, more on duty call'd, 
His true- love's tokeus overhaul' d. 


The broken gold, the braided har, 
The tender motto writ fo fait, 


Upon his *bacco box he views, 
| Nancy the poet, love the mule; | 


“ If you loves I, as I loves you, 
* No pri ſo Happy: as 2 two. 4 


The 8 that like a I . 


Had ſtrew'd with rigging all the deck, 
That tars for ſharks had given a feaſt, 


And left the ſhip a Hulk —had ceas d: 


When Jack, as with his meſs- mates dear, 


Fe ſhar'd the grog their hearts to cheer, 


Took from his bacco · box a quid, 
And ſpellid for comfort on the lid, _ 

If you loves I, as I loves you,. 

No pair ſo happy as we too.” | 


| The battle, that with buns grim, 


Had madly, ravag'd life and limb, 


| Had ſcuppers drench'd with human gore, 


And do's many: a vife — as o oer. 
F 2 


my 


When Jack to his companions dear, 
Firſt paid the tribute of a tear, 
Then as his *bacco-bot he held, © 

 Reftor'd his comfort as he ſpell'd— 

+ 3-50 If you loves I, as I loves you, 
"W No pair fo gyms: ow? 


Sas to tetionbesad bed. . 


But that had yielded full reward, 


That brought each ſailor to his friend, — 


Happy and rich —was at an end: 


When Jack, his toils and perils oer, 
Deheld his Nancy on the ſhore, 

He then the *bacco box diſplay d, 
And cry'd and ſeiz'd the yielding maid, 


If you loves I, as I loves you, 
No = . as we two.“ 
A SOLEMN DIRGE, 


ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT BURNS, THE SCOTS BARD. 


WHAT?! 1s there . 


Robin Gray, 


That thy blue bonnet's pull'd o'er thy brow? 


O! fad news! fad! ſad! 
Poor Robin is dead, 


And the plowman weeps over his plow, Mok: 


Well a well a day. 


And the Fn weeps over his plow, 


Its 


85 . 


his — fol ms and for 8 
Robin Gray, 


| No more hall we tend to his fong?. 


Aye cold as a clod 
Beneath the green ſod, 
Poor Robin they've lain all along, 
8 Well a well a day, 
Poor Robin they've lain all along. 


Adieu chen the foreſt and hill, 

| Robin Gray 

4 And brech the eee 
Why the foreſt and hill 
We And the valleys ring ftill, | 
Still echo his ditties of love, 5 

5 mn 

5 Sill echo his ditties of love. 


1 The ſad ſound of = K In hun, 


Robin Gray, 
| Its dying notes live on my mind; 
Can you then as you roam, 
Ki From your forefathers home; 
Leave your country's feeling behind, 
% Well a well a day, 
| Leave your country's feeling behind. 


F 3 


35 


Still the blackbird wil aug on the wer, 
„ T 

And the lark early carol on . 

But the lowly lodg'd ben, 
As he ſcatters his grain, 
Will chaunt Robin's verſe with a Y 
ä 
Will chant Robin's verſe. with _ 


Soft lie on his boſom the turf, 

„ Robin Gray, 2 

| Reit his aſhes unmingled and wire! 

May the tomb of his urn 

Caledonia adorn, 

And his much-lov'd remains aye ſecure! t 
Well a well ada! ? 

And his much-lov'd remains aye ſecure. 


— 
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POOR OLD ENGLAND. 


1. WE you * of the t tax that ſuch . 


1 ſpread through old England that poor helpleſs nation, 


"Tis hair powder, oh downfall of guinealcſs heaus, 
Who unlicenſed will all look like ſo many crows. - , _ | 
Hark the frizeurs exclaim as diſtraQed they roam 
Mongſt the knights of the curling irons, chaos is come. 
Sing and cry, cry and ſing, mingle mis ry and fun, | 
— EET * 


The hunks, whe can boaſt but a fngle colt 8 — * | 
Who, wei 4 wm with age, ape the fopperies of youth» | 


Says to ſome dulcinea, my hairs are all grey 


So l can't be taxed, cries the ſyren,* nay, nay, _ 


r —ab you ea coanng | 


ninny! | 
Well I'll purchaſe a licenſe and pay hal 
Sing and cry, &c. 


- Then the knights of the e I $2 my lord duke, 


on hair powder a ta take the news there and look, 
forgot you can't read'—the ridiculous fuſs, 
Why, what are ſuch trifles as guineas to us? 

Nunky pays for we ſootmen, FU ſport a ſpruce nob, 


And old Quibus comes down for't, or dam me, I'll blab. 


* and cry, & c. 


| But the drolleſt * was chat of a "Oy 


A man-milliner, where there were four in a ſhop, 
Pve hit upon't, dam'me! as lawyers a coach call, 
And drive for a ſhilling to Weſtminſter-hall; 

| | F 4 
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. abe eee ee 8 hand itt, 
2 purchaſe a licenſe and lend it — | 


pes aud 


Then the tea table fee; 1 declare then W | 
Cries out old lady Pyeball, « Our teeth they'll tax next, 
l ſhould trick em at that tho' I have but one tooth. 
„ Pig quite right,” cried a beauty all ſweetneſs and truth, 
Take the tax, take each feather that plays on my head, 
r 
8 . | 


15 11 3 fair, 
Deck the heart, nor regret how neglected the hair, 

While frizeurs, and footmen, and ſops, cry peccavi, 

We ſhall all dreſs more decent and they'll mann che 3 
Let our rulers go on then of honour ſecure, | 
Each tax upon luxury's bread for the poor. 

Then hold all this croaking, and grumbling as fun, 
By ſuch nonſenſe old England can ne'er be undone. 


i” 
1 


— » — 
3 4 ! unt 1 


" ba 


89 


' DEAR Naney, I've fail'd the weld all around, 


And ſeven long years been a rover, 


To make for my charmer each tilling a pound, 


But now my hard perils are over. 

I've fav'd, from my toils, many — in gold, 
The comforts of life to beget; 

Have borne in each climate the heat and the cold, 
And all for my pretty brunette. 


Then Ys * en — can you love a” 3 


Tho' ada nor betas RPG 


And rate my attractions een fewer; 


At their jeers and ill-nature I'll ſcorn to repine, 


Can they boaſt of a heart that is truer? 
Or, will they for thee plough the hazardous main, 
Brave the ſeaſons both ſtormy and wet? 


If not, why I'll do it again and again, 


And all for my pretty brunette. 
Then ſay, =p feet girl, &c. 


| Whenorder'd afar, in 8 of the foe, 


I ſigh'd at the bodings of fancy, 


Which fain would perſuade me 1 might be laid low, 


And ah! never more fee my Nancy: 


But hope, like an angel, ſoon baniſh'd the thought, 


And bade me ſuch nonſenſe forget: 


I took the advice, and undauntedly fought, 


And all for my pretty brunette, 
Then fav, my ſweet girl, &c. 


THEN SAY, MYSWEET GIRL, CANYOU ovens. 
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f 

| on,  thivk on my fate! © once l freedom enjoy 
Was as happy as happy could be, YN 
But pleaſure is fled! even hope is deſtroy d, 
A captive alas! on the fea. 

| I was ta'en by the foe, ons the fiat of fate, 


To tear me from her I adore, 


When thought brings to my mind _ once «bay cate 1 


1 OT OY at the oar. 


Hard, hard is my fate! Oh how 2 my chai, 
_ My life's ſteer d by miſery's chart, 
And though 'gainſt my tyrants 1 ſcorn to complain, 
Tears guſh forth to eaſe my full heart. 
I diſdain e' en to ſhrink, tho 1 feel ſharp the laſh; | 
Vet my breaſt bleeds for her | adore, 
| White around me the unfeeling hillows will daſh, 
= fight and ſtill tug, at the oar. 


| * fartune FER I had pleaſure in tow,” 
| The port where ſhe dwelt we'd in view, 
But the wiſh'd nuptial morn was-o'er=clouded with wor, 
And dear Anna! I hurried from you. 
Our ſhallop was boarded, and I borne away, | 
To behold my dear Anna, no more, 


But deſpair waſtes my ſpirits, my form feels * 
He D and . at the oar, 


— 2 


| 


; WHEN the 158 Aiering Wel 
Glowing viſions gild my ſoul, 
Aud life's an endleſs treaſure. 
Mem'ry decks my waſted heart, 


- Rays divine my ſenſes dart, 


_ Here ſweet 3 and love, 
Gather'd ills of life remove, 


Tho my head may ſwim, yet true 


WHEN THE FANCY STIRRING BOWL. 
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Wakes its world of pleaſure, 


Freſh with gay defiress | 


And kindling hope inſpires. 
| Then who'd be grave, 
When wine can fave : 
The heavieſt ſoul from baking 


And magic grapes 


Give angel's ſhapes 
To ev'ry girl we're drinking! 
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Shed their influence round me, 


And leave me as they found me. 


RR 4 bene 4c 


Still to nature's feeling, 
Peace and beauty ſwim there too, 
And rock me as I'm reeling. 
Then who'd be grave, &c 


32 
On youth's ſoft pillow tender truth, 
Her penſi ve leſſon taught me 
Age ſoon mock'd the dream of youth, 
And wiſdom wak'd and caught me; 
A bargain then with love I —_— 
To hold the pleaſing giply, —_ 
When wiſe to keep my boſom lock'd, 
But turn the key when tipſy. 
Then who'd be grave, &c. 


When time afſuag'd my heated heart, 
The grey beard, blind and ſimple, 
Forgot to cool one little part, 
Iiuſt fluſh'd by Lucy's dimple. 

That part's enough of beauty's type 
To warm an honeſt fellow; 
And tho? it touch me not when ripe, 
It melts me ſtill when mellow. 

Then who'd. be grave, &c. 


Life's a voyage, we all declare, 
With ſcarce a port to hide in: 
It may be ſo with pride or care, 
That's not the ſea I ride in. 


1 


Here floats my ſoul in fancy's eye, 


Fer realms of bliſs diſcover, 


Bright worlds, that fair in proſpect le, f 


To him that's half ſeas over. - 


. » 2 1 
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now WESTLIN WINDS. . 


Now weſilin td ati ing guns, | 


Brings autumn's pleaſant weather; 
The gorcock ſprings on whirring wings, 
Amang the blooming heather: 


Now waving grain, wide o'er the plain, 


Delights the weary farmer, 


The moon ſhines bright, as I rove by aight, A 


To mute upon my —_—_ . 


The ENDED? loes the Fruithu' fells; 754 

The plover lo'es the mountain 

The woodcock haunts the lanely dells; 
The ſoaring hern the fountains: 


_ Thro? lofty groves the cuſhet roves, 


The path o' man to ſhun it: 
The hazel buſh o'erhangs the thruſh, 
The ent thorn the lnnet. 
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Thus every kind their pleaſure find, 


The ſavage and the tender; 


55 . ſocial r eee combine 0 


Some ſolitary wander: 
. Araunt, away! the cruel bay, 5 


Tyrannic man's dominion; 


| The ſportman's joy, the murd'ring cry, 


"ORE bam gory 5 


: But "EIN Sv PP 0 8 
Thick flies the ſimming ſwallow, 
The ſky is blue, the fields in view, 
All fading green and yellow: 
Come let us ſtray our gladſome way, 
And vie the charms o' nature, 
The ruſtling corn, the froited thorn, 
And ilka happy e ercature. 


| Well gently walk, and a ſweetly talk, 


While the ſilent moon ſhines clearly; 


I' elaſp thy waiſt, and fondly perk, 
Swear how. lo'e thee dearly! 


Not vernal ſhowers to budding "I 


Not autumn to the farmer, 
Zo dear can be, as thou to me, 
£7 My fair my lovely charmer. | 


LAS od 
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THE wed blew a blaſt from the ina 7; 


The {ky look'd quite pitchy and wayward, 


With us it will ſoon be all over, 
Well, well, we ſhan't live to bewail her, 


| Come—work. like a forceattlei failor. 


We were e running at nine knots an 3 


But now twas no uſe for to bale her, 
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"THE FORECASTLE SAILOR, 


When we ſteer' d from the Cape of Good Hope; I 


And the fea ver our weather- bow broke. 5 
The boatſwain pip'd all hands to bale her, 
And I came down the back-ſtay. ſo glib; 


For I am a forecaſtle ſailor, 


You may ſee by the cut * jib. 


Start my „ cried Ned Junk; of Dover, 
Plump to me as I landed on deck, 


For the Guardian muſt quick go to wreck... 
Cried I, and 1 patted his-rib; 
If [ don't, the ares; | 
When *bout two leagues to — we *r 
Au iſland of ice like a tower, 3 
And on it our ſhip quickly hy'd. 
The water gain'd on her ſo glib; 


So each, like a true-hearted failor, 
Waited fate for io ſhiver hi jb. 


BZ3Bome took to the boat, do you mind me, 1 
Wulle ſome on the veſſel's deck ſtood, | 
= Cry'd I, may old Davy Jones take me 
Ik I ſail from my captain ſo good. 
Now Providence help'd us to bale her, 4 
And we manag'd to patch up her riß | _ 
=” Safe arriy'd'is each true hearted fair, r,, 
= I 0 rig up his weather- beat jib. | 7” I 
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| WILT THOU BE MY DEARIE. by ” 3 


4 * 


WILT then hes my "AY A £165 1 
__ When forrow-wiings thy gentle heart, 
O wilt thou let me cheer thee, WES (8 
By the treaſure of my foul, ' | 3 TW. 
And that's the love I bear thee, 1 
I ſwear and vow, that only „ At ſix 
Shall ever "be my — VEE 1 
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 Laffie fay bon lo'es me; ey 2005; I I fa 
And if thou winna be my ain, 
O ſay na thou'll refuſe me; 0 Ane 
If it maunna, canna be: „ e 3 
That thou for thine may tne) me! ” Night 
Then let me, Jeanie, quickly die? Wh 
Ay truſting that thou lo'es me. 8 On the 


5 
| 
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” 2 
Flower of beauties hear me, 


A” ither ills I fear na”, * 

Gin thou wad only fodlr an kim: 

Cou'd part wi' life to pleaſe thee, 

Of joys on earth I'd aſſc nae mair, 
f thou wilt be my dearie. 


THE SAILOR'S JOURNAL 


r WAs poſt in half pat hw. 
By ſignal I from Nancy parted, 
At ſix ſhe linger'd on the ſhore, 


Wik uplift hands and broken hearted. 
At ſeven, while tight' ning the foreſtay, 


I faw her faint, or elſe twas fancy, 
At eight we all got under weigh, 
And bid a long adieu to Nancy. 


Night came, and now eight bells had rung, | 


While careleſs ſailors ever cheery, 
On the mid watch ſo jovial ſung, 
With tempers labour cannot weary. 


And diana treat me wi” diſdain 
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| I little to their mine melia, 1 . | 


And my warm ſighs increas'd the wind; bi | 


"And now mi Tt debt wighe, | 


When o'er the grog all hands delight, 


And when in turn it came to me, 1 


Plung'd me, and three poor fattors more, 


. 


e 


n ES 


While tender thoughts ruſh'Fon my fancy, 


Look'd on ee W and thought on Nancy, - 


When ev'ry true-bred tar carouſes, 


To toaſt their ſweethearts and their ſpouſes, 
Round went the cann, the jeſt, the glee, 
While tender withes fill'd each fancy, 


Next morn” a ſtorm came on at four; 
At fix the elements in motion, 


 Headlong within the foaming ocean. 
Poor wretches! they ſoon found their graves, 4. 
For me, it may be only fancy, 1 
But love ſeem'd to forbid the waves, | 
* ſnatch me from the arms * Nancy. 


Scarce the fon! hurricane was clear'd; 
Scarce winds and waves had ceas'd to nale, 


When a bold enemy appear d, 5 
And dauntleſs, we pps for battle, | 
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And now while ſome lov'd friend or wife, 


Like light'ning, ruſh'd on ev'ry * f 


To Providence I truſted life, 


Put up a prayer, * on wer. 


— the woutk of May, - 


The crew, it being lovely weather, 


75 At three A. M. diſeover'd day, 


And England's chalky cliffs together. 


: Is ſeven up chaunel how we bore, 


While hopes and fears ruſh'd on wy fancy, Wo 


| At twelve, I gaily jump*d aſhore, 


And to DP n co 2s Nancy. = 


MY MARY, | DEAR DEPARTED n. 


THOU ling*ring ſtar, with lefvning ray ** 


That lov'ſt to greet the early morn”, 


Again thou uſher'ſt in the day, 
My Mary from my ſoul was torn. 
O Mary dear, departed ſhade! 
Where is thy place of bliſsful oh 


Seeſt thou thy lover lowly laid, 
Hear'& * the groans that rend his dusk. 
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That facred hour can I forget, 
Where, by the winding Ayr, we met 


| Eternity cannot efface, . 
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Can L forget that hallow'd grove | 
To Jura tay of patting-lovet 


Thoſe records dear of tranſports paſt; 


Thy image at our laſt embrace, goo 


Ahl little thought we twas our laſt! 


Ayr gurgling kiſs'd his pebbled ſhore, 
__ _ Oferhung with wild woods thick'ning green: 
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar, 
Tuin'd amorous round the raptur'd ſcene; | 
The flowers ſprang wanton to be preſt, 


The birds ſang love on ev'ry ſpray, 


Til too, too ſoon the glowing weſt 


Proclaim'd the ſpeed of winged day. 


© Still o'er theſe ſcenes my mem'ry wakes, 


And fondly broods with miſer care; 


Time but th' impreſſion ſtronger makes, 


As ſtreams their channels deeper wear: 


5 My Mary, dear departed ſhade! 


Where is thy place of bliſsful reſt, 


| Seeft thou thy lover lowly laid, 


Heu thou the . chat rend his bre. 
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LISTEN, LISTEN TO THE VOICE OF LOVE. 


ol nisten, liſten'to the voice of lovez 


He calls my Daphne to the grove, 
'The primroſe ſweet bedecks the field, 
The tuneful birds invite to rove. 
To ſofter joys let ſplendor yield, 
| . 9 liſten to the vence of love. 


Where flowers their Mk ſweets exhale, 


My Daphne let us fondly ftray; 


= Where whiſp'ring love breathes forth his 1 
And ſhepherds ſing their artleſs lay:; 


O liſten, liſten to the voice of love, 
He calls my Daphne to the grove. 


Come ſhare with me the ſweets of ſpring, 
And leave the town's tumultuous noiſe; 


The happy ſwains all cheerful ſing, 


And echo flll repeats their joys: 


| Then liſten, liſten to the voice of love, 


He calls my Magee vs to the grove. 
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A 80 OF GOOD WHISKY. 


5 A sur of good d whiſk y will make a you glad; 
Too much of the creature will make you mad; 
If you take it m reaſon "twill gake you wiſe; 


If you drink it to excefs "twill cloſe up your eyes; 


Vet Father and Mother, 
And ſiſter and brother, 
They all love ori in thei turn. 


"ERS Preachers will tell you to drink is bad, 
I think ſo too —if there's none to be had: 
The Swadler will bid you drink none at all, 
But while I can get it, a fig for them all, 

| Both Layman and Brother, 
e In ſpite of this pother, 

Will all take a + in their turn, 2. 


Same DoQaors will tell ye — hurt your © healthy , 

And Juſtice will ſay, twill reduce your wealth, 

' Phyſicians and Lawyers will all agree, 

When your money's all gone, they ean get no fee; 

Yet Surgeon and Doctor, 

| And Lawyer and Proctor, 
Will all take a e r turn. 
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The Turks, who arriv'd from the Port Sublime, 

| They told us that drinking was held a great crime; 
Yet after their dinner, away they ſlunk, 

5 0 tippled their wine, till they got quite drunk. 


The Sultan and Crommet, 
And even Mahomet, | 


7 They all take a ſup in their turn. 


| | The Quakers will bid you from drink aba, 
By yea, and by nay, tis a fault in the vain; 


Yet ſome of the broadhrims will get to the ſtuff, 


And tipple away till they've tippled enough. 


For Stiff-rump- and Reads 
And Solomon's Lady, 


3 all take a ſup in their turn. 


The 8 — will ſay they can drink the moſt, 


The French and Italians will alſo boaſt, 


| Hibernia's the country, for all their noiſe, 
For generous drinking and hearty bays; 


There each jovial fellow, 
Will drink till he's mellow, 


And take off his glaſs in his turn. 
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Top 
in TRE TREASUR'D GOLD COULD GIVE. 


IF the treaſur d gold cords give, 

Man a longer term to live, 

I'd employ my utmoſt care, 

Still to keep-and ſtill to ſpare, 

And when death approach*d would for, 
Take 1 * and walk ao 


I But ſince riches « cannot fave, 
Miͤyrtals from the gloomy grave, 
Why ſhould I myſelf deceive, 
Vainly ſigh and vainly grieve? 
Death wilt ſurely be my lot, 
Whether I am rich or not. 


Sire me freely while I live, 
Generous wines in plenty give, 
Soothing joys my life to cheer, _ 
Beauty kind and friends fincere; 
_ Happy eould I ever find, wy 
Friends fincere and beauty kind; 


At 2 
4 80 Moſes invited fome prophets to dine, 
« And drink a few bottles of gooſeberry wine.” 


| Then Moſes was plac'd in a chairin — 


When the glaſs moving quickpand e ; 
P n CEE TIEN | 


— aſkevr; Sir; ut Cell Moles fav, 
(But whate'er Moſes ſaid, why you know, Sir, was law) 


He would fine them a bumper of goofeberry wine. — 


Dns A Noah, who ae 5 
And his jaunt on the water, which we have all read of, + 


 — — 


Aud then gave them the ſong which he fung to young Ham, 
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And Aaron, his crony, deputed his vice, 


Nay he frankly declar'd, that ſhould any decline, 


Little David, it ſeems, Sir, firſt was the choice, 

For they very well knew he'd an excellent voice; 

But he vow'd he cou'dn't ſing, they ſwore 'twas a thumper, 
c | 


Not liking thin gooſeberry, call'd for a dram, 


Neoab's — Manolng of the Lead, 
Some well-known object had in view; 
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An abbey tow'r, or harbour fort, 
Which o'er the flood old Noah knew: 
While oft the lead the feaman flung. 
And to the watchful pilot ſung, 
| By che mark—Seven. 


MS reli ns 5 122 

ZBut in lighting his pipe, burnt his noſe with the poker; 
Being ſkilful in muſic, and proud of his voice, | 

5 e eee eee ee 


| Exchiel s 3 Knilb's Pound. 
why Moſes, why Aaron, my boys, 
I am glad I have met with you here: 
For Zeky, as all of you knows, 8 
Hie is fond of a drop of good beer; 
If you mean for to paſs all the night. 
Why ſay ſuch are your purpoſe and ende. 
And d—n me but we'll have a good bout, 
| For L love a good pot with my friends. 


Then Soloman rae Sir all i hi glory, 


And ſaid he had much rather tell them a ſtory; 


But the cry againſt that was a great deal too ſtrong, 


For they 3 W 


Solomon's Song. 


" Pre kifs'd and Te prattl'd with fifty fair maids, 


And chang' d them as oft do you ſee; 
But of all the fair damfels:that de on the-green, 
Dear Sheba's s the queen for me. | UE; 
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Next Habakkuk roſe, for they took Shih in courſe, | 
But Habakkuk's cold had made Habakkuk hoarſe; 
| He declar'd he cou'dn't'fing, any more than the moon, 

But if Mofes cot he would whiſtle n 


Jeremiah roſe next, * at Moſes' its, 
Whom wit, Sir, nor wine, could ever inſpire; 
And in ftrains that would fuit the — 
R — 3 
— 5 Song. Tune, * Mary's 23 
I figh and lament me in van, | 
Theſe walls-can but echo my moan: 
Alas! it increaſes my pain, 
When [ think of the days that 3 5 
Through the grates of my window | ſee 
The boys as at marbles they play: 
I cry, and exclaim out, ah, me! 
I once could play better than they. 


Then up roſe little Jonah, who look d like a jelly, 

For he was juſt come, Sir, from the whale's belly; 

For three days and three nights was he leſt to deſpair, 
But he'd ſing to Moſes what he — nTO | 


| Ceaſe * Do — c railer; 
Liſt ye landmen all to me; 
Mefimates, hear a brother ſailor 
Sing the dangers of the ſea; 
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I! the horrid belly pent, Sir, 
Think on what I ſuffer'd there; 

| Fore'd to keep a diſmal Lent, Sir, 
And to breathe infectious air: 
Nought but fiſh to feed upon, Sir, 

And compell'd to eat it raw; 

6 Ge, 

eee . N 2; 


— rated is bin, 
OTC Sar but folk ger Ks why: 
He related the tale of his dire miſhap, 
* ate his bead ar he lpe in ber op. 


9 Samfon's Seng. 

_—_ ' * a | 

| Oh, dear, what can the matter be, 

 * Samſon has loſt all his hair, 
Oh that I c'er ſhould have taken ſo ſound a nap, 
Oh that I &er ſhould have taken it in her lap, 
Oh that I had but tied on my red night cap, 

| Then Samſon had ne' er loſt his hair; 
Oh dear what can the matter be, 
Mercy on me, what cam the matter be, ke od e. 


They next call'd on Job, as a ſong was his fort, 
But they begg'd, as 'twas late, that his ſong might be ſhort; 
So he ſung Chevy Chaſe, to a diſmal pfalm tune, 

Which the prophets all thought would have laſted till noon, 


1 Now Moſes it ſeems, Sir, *** 


4 : Well-bred Aaron, it 8 Sir, at l neee, 


| | While they ſat a ſinging, why he ſat and flept; 
But wak'd by the noiſe, Sir, of calling encore. 
He bid them get home, for they ſhould drink no more, | 


And ſwore, want of good mannersſhew'd want of good ſenſe; 


| | This caus'd a diſpute, ſome refleQtions were caſt, | 


But for decency's ſake we'll not mention what paſt. 


| | PATRICK O'NEAL. 


ON April the firſt I ſet off, like a fool, 


; From Kilkenny to Dublin, to ſee Lawrence Tool, | 
" My mother's third couſin, who often wrote down, 


For to come and to ſee how he flouriſhed in town. 

I had ſcarce ſet a foot in the terrible place, | 

Before a ſpalpeen came and ſtar'd me in my face— — 

He call'd to a preſs-gang—they came without fail, 
: Ant foun nah and ́— SUE 


They framper'd away as ahes thooghs wha prize, | 


| | Taking me for 2 ſailor, you ſee in diſguiſe, | 


But a terrible blunder they made in their Qrife, | 
For I ne'er ſaw a ſhip nor the ſea in my life. | 
Then ſtraight te a tender they made me repair, 
But of tenderneſs, devil a morſel was there; 8 
Ochl I ramp'd and I curs'd, but it did not avail 
| 'Till a great ſwimming caſtle met Patrick O'Neal. 
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This big ſwinging thief roll'd about in the tide, 
Wid all her front teeth ſticking faſt by her fide; 
Where they bid me to mount, and he fore for to keep. | 
Faſt hold with my trotters for fear | ſhould trip. 

I let go my hands, and ſtuck faſt with my toes, 
And (how it could happen, the Lord above knows) 
Fell plump in the water, and ſplaſh'd like a whale, 
Till pretty well pickled was Patrick O'Neal, 


Wid a great ſwell of laughter, they hoiſted me in, 


To this huge wooden world, full of riot and din; 


What ſtrings and what pullies attracted my eye, 


And how large were the ſheets that were hung out to dry. 


It ſeem'd Noah's ark, ſtuft with different gueſts, 

Hogs, pedlars, geeſe, ſailors, and all other beaſts; 
Some drank bladders of gin, ſome drank pitchers of ale, 
While ſome ſat and: laugh'd at poor Patrick O'Neal. 


Then to yo down below I expreſt a great wiſh, 
Where they live under water like ſo many fiſh; 


- I was clapt in a meſs with ſome more of the crew, 


They call'd it banyan.day—fo gave me burgoo: 
For a bed I'd a ſack ſwung as high as my chin, 
They call'd it a hammock, and bid me yet in: 
I took a great leap, but my footing was frail, 
For clean over canted was Patrick O'Neal 


The devil a wink could 1 fleep all the night, 
And awoke the next morn in a terrible fright; 
Up hammocks - down cheſts—they began for to baw!, 
_ Here's-a Frenchman in fght—ſure! ſays I—4s that all? 


Then we haul d up our large window ſiutters with ſpeed, 


And run out our bull dogs of true Engliſh breed; 


While the creatures gave mouth I held faſt by the cad, 
4 b r e e e 49 | 


Thus we rattled away, by oy foul 26d wed; 6 SEN 
Till the Frenchman gave out as he thought a bad job, 


To tie him behind, a large cord they did bring, 
And we led him along like a pig in a ſtring, 


| Then home to Old England we dragg d the French ber. 
Och! the fight of the land made me fea-fiek for joyz 


They made up a peace, and the war growing ſtalc, 


| Set all hands adrife with poor Patrick O'Neal, 


| So, ye ſee, an dry land, a ſabe courts Bens Beer; 


Neither cat-head, nor cat-block, nor any cat on - 


While there's a ſhot in the locker, I'll ſing I'll be bound. 


And Saturday night ſhall laſt all the week round. 


But ſince king and country now call us amain, 


By the piper of Leinſter I'll venture again, 
Make another dry voyage—bring home a freſh tale, ö 
And you'll laugh till you cry at poor Patrick N Neal. 
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And his heart, to ſpeak truth, was as odd as his head; 


4 E me be ſlighted all maxims to ſerve his own ends, 
IF And he had but one purpoſe—a zeal for his friends; 


His motto was this, in whatever you do, 
« Perkiſt in the right and you're fure to come through. 


To himſelf, like a miſer, he kept all his grief; 
His philoſophy, ſilence, that flighted relief, 


wen danger oppos' d him he ſtill kept in vier, . 
* WW 


| e e hi ef the fon, bas fo lange 6 
Treat them well, he would ſay, and they're ſure to be kind: 
When he heard of bad people, this whimſical elf, 
Had a ſtrange way of thinking all good but himſelf; 
The world gave him talents he thought were not true, 
His empire was temper, and there he came through. 


Of foes, while he liv'd, he would reckon on none, 
When he died all exclaim'd, ©'that good nature was gone; 
Tom Careleſs had converſe which ſorrow beguil'd, 

For he talk'd like a man with the heart of a child; 


E And to his laſt moments this point kept in view, 


A 
THE IRISH PEDLAR. 


TIS I am a jolly briſk Pedlar, 
Dhbat never yet fawn'd to the wy 
In politics I am no medler, 

J care not who governs the tate. 4 
Wich my diderum doodle, 


Tregidy, negidy,-nogidy, mum, 
And my gooſterum foodle, 


 Fegidy, bigidy, I 


Same folks fight the one — the 9 | 


They ſcramble and make a great rout, 

But what is the end of their pother, 

*Tis nought but the in and the out. 
With their diderum, &c. 


My treaſury hangs here before me, 
No rival to pluck or to pull, 
When empty I never deplore me, 
For then my exchequer is full. 
With my diderum, &c. 


H 


114 
I've ribands of ev'ry deſeription, 
Of ex'ry fine colour and hue; 
Come raiſe me a little ſubſcription, 
And you ſhall have red, green, and blue, 
8 —— —_ Kc. | 


8 you want any waſh-balls « or 8 
Dear ladies, pray, buy them of me; 
Or trinkets to hang at your watches, 
Or * to wear at your knee. 

| * your diderum, &c. 


Then haſte to the Pedlar my laſſes, | | 
And chuſe ev'ry one to your mind; 
My ſtore-box all ftore-box furpulits, 
Come try me, and fo you ſhall find, 
With my diderum, &c. 
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— rec 
THE POOR BLACK BOY. 


YOU care of money, ah! care no more, 

No tink if you be rich or poor, 

My mind employ me, ftay wid you, 
No ſorry no. 


And where away my Maſſa go, 


Go poor * boy, 


1 
"= 


You good to me dat keepy here, 
No Maſſa dat you never fear 
f Long time deſtroy me know 2 kill, 


8 | 
J 
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But leave one part, 


| He never kill the loving heart | 


Of poor black by." 
| DUNCAN'S WARNING. I 
| RECITATIVE. 


| As o'er We amid his ſteek-clad Thanes, | 
The royal Duncan rode in martial pride, 


| Where, full to view, high topp d with San ring 3 


Macbeth's ſtrong tow'rs o'erhung the mountain's fide” 


In duſky mantle wrapp'd, a griſly foren 


Rule'd wth give Bride quaaſucdia rage | 
And thus, while howl'd around the riſing ſtorm, 
In — bund ring accents Pour d diſmay. 


3 SONG. 8 
STOP, 0 king, thy deſtin'd courſe, : 
Furl thy ſtandard, turn thy horſe; 
Death beſets this onward track, 

Come no further, quickly back. 
Hear'ft thou not the raven's croak? 
Seeſt thou not the blaſted oak? 

FeeVfſt thou not the loaded icy? 
Read * danger, king, and ty. 
75 H 2 
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Lol yon caſtle banners glare 
Bloody through the troubled air, 


Lo! what fpeftres on the roof, 


 Frowning bid thee ſtand aloof. 
Murder, like an eagle, nods. 


Perch'd above the gloomy gates, 
Juſt in act to pounce his prey, 
Come not near—away, away. 


Let not plighted faith beguile 


HFonour's ſemblance, beauty's ſmile; 
| Fierce ambition's-venom'd dart : 
 Ranklesin the fei- ring heat. 


: Treaſon, as awd ogcet ihe bike, bs GE 
Points his dagger, whets his knife, 
Drugs his ſtupifying bowl, 
| Steels his * ſoul. 


Now tis time; ere griſly nigbt 


Cloſes round thee, ſpeed thy flight; 
If the threſhold once be croſt, 


Duncan, thou'rt forever E. 


| On he goes! reſiſtleſs "I 
Hlaſtes to fill his mortal date: 
Ceaſe, ye warnings! vain tho” true, 


Murder'd king, adieu! adieu! 


2 
| BH 


1 


: "a. 


OBJ 


| SOMEBODY. 24 


2 wan I oblig'd w beg my bread,. 


And had not where to lay my head, 


. I'd creep where yonder flacks do feed, ED 
And ſteal a look at ſomebody. 


My own dear ſomebody, _ 
My own dear ſomebody.” 


When I'm laid low, a en a 


And may be number'd with the bleft, 
Ihen ſhall thy artleſs feeling breaſt, 
T hrob with regard for ſomebody; ; 


And ſigh for the loſt ſomebody. 


But ſhould I ever live to "_— 
That form ſo much admir'd by me, 
Then would my conflancy reward, 


And make me bleſt with ſomebody. 5 {+ He 
Then ſhall my tears be dried by thee, 
And P'll be bleſt with ſomebody. 
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| A SHEPHERD ONCE” HD LOST His LOVE. | 


A Snrexery once had'Toſt his love; 
Fal la la Ia ral de ral de ra. | 
And as he ſought her in the Peet 
Fal, lal, lal, Ke- 
And as he ſought ee grove, ; 
Where the ſlept faſt as he did ftrav, 
A little bird ſung from a ſpray; 
Fial, lal, lab &. 


In vain this bird did l — throats Re 
„„ a : -: 
In vain ſhe varied oft her note; 

Paal, lal, lal, &c. 
In vain ſhe varied oft her note; 
The fooliſh ſhepherd wander d on, 
I be fair one roſe and ſoon was gone. 
55 Fal, Tal, al, &c. 


At laſt the bird did to him ſay; 
| f Fal, lal, lal, &e. 
If you will not when you may, 
Pal, lal, lal, Ke. 
If you will not when you may, 
Oh when you will you ſhall have nay; 
The little bird then flew away, _ 
Fal, lal, lal, &c, 


IVE. 
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' LONDON CRIES. | 


WHEN I to London bet came in, - 


How I began to gape and flare! 


The cries, they kept up ſuch a din 


« Freſh —— 1 ware!” 


A damſel, lovely and black-ey'd, 8 
| Tript thro” the ſtreets, and ſweetly cry'd— 


«© Buy my live ſprats—buy my live ſprata. 


| A youth on t'other fide the way, 
With hoarſer lungs did echoing WM 


* Buy wy live — 


| Full ſhrilly 1 the . 


The fruitreſs fair, ery dit wund and _ 


| The Jew would down the æra peep, 


To look for euſtom under ground: 
His bag o'er his ſhoulder flung, 


: | And to the footman ſweetly _— 


Cloaſhes to ſellCloaſhes! 
% Round and ſound —ſwerp.“ 


| Young ſoot cry'd, * ſweep!” in accents s ee 
The barrow-lady and the Jew——— 


kn Round and found—Cloaſhes.” 
8 
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A noife at ev'ry turn you'll find— 


« Ground ivy, rabbit ſkins to ſell; 


Great news from France! and knives to grind, 


Matts, muffins, milk, and mackerel!” 


And when theſe motley noifes die, 
In various tones the watchmen cry— 


« By the clock twelve! 6d 
& Paſt twelve o cloek ? 
And all the night ae kept from fleep, | 
5 With ION 
— 
THE. i 


Praexrvr ſlumbꝰ ring on the ocean, 


Seamen fear no danger nigh, 


The winds and waves in gentle motion, 


Soothe them with their lullaby. 


Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby, lullaby, 
Soothe them with thaw — 


Ts the ee 
Still no danger they deſery, 


| The guileleſs heart its boon beſtowing, 


Soothes them with its lullaby. 
Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby, lullaby, 
Soothes them with its lullaby. 


Why I was the ſame: at what's homely Fd ſcoff, 
n n e eee 


_12r 


HOMB's HOME.” 
* „ * * 1 
I'VE x Saks id Pve wid ie fore were Aa tor | 
That what folks get at eaſy, they never enjoy! 


| $0 big with this fancy, though but a poor clown, | 
I hied me away for to fee the great town, 


Where they puſh'd me, and throng'd me, all one as a fairy 
"mM they'd 6— . OY then I'd fwear! 


Why, bumpkin, didft c er fee ſuch b ry 1 thi, im your place? 
Cry'd a monkey, in trouſers. Why yes . 

| You'd your joke, maſter coxcomb, and now. I'll have mine: 
PP 85 


80 I left 1 While, und whiſtled ping 

Then humm'd to myſelf the fag end of a ſong, | 
The good that we wiſh for, mayn't match what we've got). 
Their minds IE AEyT EIN 


And to whatever place diſcontented folks roam, 
At laft they'll be forc'd to ſay this of their home 


Our friends are as true, and our wives are as comely; 
nn ̃ͤ 


80, * for * aghts, I to town nba te, 

Faith, I zeed ſights in plenty, and all of them ſtrange;  - | 
1 zeed folks roll in riches r IAPESIINEnY 

| 1... | 


228 I 3 to . &c. 


How much did they give you to catch me, faid I. 
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RY Time and olt, dreſs'd lamb faſhion, I zecd an old exe? 

I zeed madam's monkey: as ſmart as her beauz | 
1 zeed beauty and virtue, that never knew ſhame; | | S- 
Ac „ | 


| rr Eg | 2 
I zeed folks with their brains out before they were dead; 
I zeed rogues, of their knavery, making n - | 
r AI nr yy - > "2 


And fill through the crowd, a8 1 whifled along 


phe re was, ne ay inthe park, 

Ass the guns were all firing, a queer looking fpark, 
Cry'd, what nonfenſe arid ftuff, with their fuſs and parade! 
Stuff and nonſenſe, ſaid I; oh! what's that you faid? 


Why, they fire for a victory, and you have your choice 
To go home, or with all honeſt ſubjects rejoice. 
Mighty well, cry'd my ſpark, but a word in your ear 
The affairs of the nation are curſedly queer! | 


Nay, tis true we're done up, twill be ſeen by and by 


Ihe country's a good one, all good men perceive it, 


And they that don't like it why dom t let em unn 


8er eh my queer park, and went whiſtling along, 
FOES.” ; 


A 


was one . at * bis c——— 
Jack Jutik cocks his jemmy, and broach'd a full canng 
While a poſſee of neighbours, of each different calling, 
| Cry'd—only but hear, what a marvellous man! 
| Avaſt! ery'd ont Jack, what's there marvellous in it: | 
W When his time's come the ſtouteſt of hearts muſt comply: 
(hy now you, maſter Tallow-chandler, by way of throw- 
ing a little light on the ſubjet—don't you think tis bet- 
ter to be extinguiſhed, when one's fighting in defence of 
one's king and country, than to ſtay ET WP 621i 
and go out like the ſauff of a candle) — | 
Then like men do your duty; we all have our minute; | 
And at fea or aſhore, — 


Huzza, boys! 
| Let's live d we die. 


* 


Why now you, I Plumber, hb . at billows! 

> I ſhall founder at fea, and you'll die in your bed; 

What of that? ſome have ſods, and ſome Waves for their 

paillows; | 

And 'tis likely enough we may both die of Flead! | 

And as for the odds, all the difference that's in it, 

I ſhall pop off at once, and you'll lingering lie: 

(Why, ſmite my crooked timbers, who knows but maſter 

snip there, may flip his cable, and break his back, with 

R OS Yor TE OT 


his « own _ | 


124. | 


3 As for you, maſter - to make out your calling, 


A little like mine, a'nt a matter that's hard; 


: E 4 | Pray, mayw's you from a ler or fel be falling, 


As eaſy as I, from a ratling or yard? 
| Then for you its commiſſion a tile may bring in it, 
A As ſoon as @ ſhot or a ſplinter ſor 1 
— the. Undertaker, aud Sexton, they 
don't want no wipe from me; they ſends too many folks 
— — Cy 50 
n 
— ac. | 


: 1 the 3 to * 
Lou may clear. ſhip for action, as much as you like, 
And behawe like a man, but he' as fuch weight of metal, 
At the very firſt broadſide the braveſt muſt ſtrike: = 
And when you have ſaid all you can, what's there in it? 
Who, to ſcud gainſt a ſtorm, but a lubber would try? 
(For as to qualms of conſcience, cheating cuſtomers, be- 
 trayitig friends, and ſuch like, being a ſet of honeſt 
tradeſmen, I dare ſay you are _—_y oy about 2 | 


ſort of things,)— _ | 
3 like men, Kc. 


- CALEDONIA. 
THEIR — 0 ee myrtles let foreign lands reckon, 
Where bright-beaming ſummers exalt the perfunte; 


Far dearer to me yon lone glen o green breckan, 
With the burn healing under the lang yellow broom. 


7 
<) 
0 
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ny 


A liſt ning the linnet, aft 1 


| Tho' rich is the breeze, in their gay fanny wile - 


And cauld Caledonia's blaſt on the wave; bidet 
Their ſweet- ſcented woodlands that ſkirt the proud * 
What are dera. . o* the tyrant and mars 


5 The Aave's ſpicy foreſts 1nd gol bubbling fountains, 


The brave Caledonian views wi” difdain; 


He wanders as free as the wind on his mountains, .; 
Save love's willing fetters—the chains of his Jean, 


THE SHIPWRECKED BOY AT HOME. | 


And peace wav'd her olive-branch gracefully round; 


A ſtillneſs now reign'd o'er the CI anre 


The ſyrens began a melodious ſtrain: 
The ſhipwrecked ſea-boy his troubles forgot, 
The yewn of the waves aides whhiling thing 


His dear native home preſſed ſtrong on his mind, 
His parents ſo loving, his ſiſters fo-kind, 


Then hurried on, with his heart all elt: 
To embrace them all round, and his ſtory relate; 


His hard-earned wages he long'd' to divide, 


Mongſt thoſe that he lov'd by his own fire ſide. 


Far A to me you homble broom bowers, 15 7 
ER Where the Vue bell and Pens hk lowly ae 
For there, lightly tripping amang the wild flowers, 


* 2 0 
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. Dit, when he arriy'd, ſy, what pen cam expreſs 
The genialdelight, the joy in exceſs! 
"Somme eo ene ww chin haves Hacde: gre, | 


ceas d. 


P 

| bs earn wa 
A fine filken kerchief each neck to enfold;“ * 

But gave to his parents a purſe full of gold. 

The fidler was ſent for that liv'd on the green; 
Buch dancing and romping ſure never was ſeen. 

= They gambol'd till Phœbus peep'd over the ſhed, 


THE BOTTLE. 


OUR ho, krav bop te ine fru of lcd, 
It ſpirit and glee can impart; 
Drown deep-thinking care, bid joy ſport wad meaſure, 
And happineſs play round the heart; 
Then j join, boon companions, and ſwell the gay Rel 
| A life of delight twill prolong: | 
Tempus fugit—then bribe him again and again, 
„8 ® paſta. 56a; | 


tc dulleſtiof drones will make merry,” 
Then let us of wine take our fill, 


1 . The blood of the grape, and the juice of the berry, 


— aons 


4 


You'd have thought ths har welcomes would never hav Ty 


With Frigpds, TY and wine, the hours merrily paſs; 
Here's a health to the nymph we adore; _ 


Zooks! puſh round the jorum, and poiſe high yo your 1. 
1 is liſe, boys, encore rand encore. 


THE CONVENT BELL. - 


| WHEN waken'd by the Convent bell, 
0 | At midnight's dark aud dreary hour, 
And think of life and love no more. 
Ihn vain I wept, I bluſh to own, 

Iz I dropt a tear for him alone. 


At ſober eveꝰ or twilight grey, 
be ſwelling organ's awful ſound; 
Wou' d warn the veſtals when to pray, 
While holy tears bedew'd the ground, 
In vain I wept, I bluſh-to-own, _ 
I dropt a tear for him alone. 


2 


co war YE WHA'S IN YON TOWN. 


O war ye wha's in yon town, 
Fe ſee the e'ening ſun upon? 
The deareſt maid's in yon town, 
That e ning . is — on. 


: Now, haply, down yon gay green than, 
She wanders by yon ſpreading tree, 
How bleſt ye flow'rs that round her w_ 


Canoe * 


; How bleft ye birds that RY dew — 
And wanton in the blooming year: 

But doubly welcome be the ſpring, 
The * to * mn * 


The fun blinks blithe on yon nn; 
| Amang the broomy: braes ſac green, 


#1 But my delight in yon town, 


And deareſt pleaſure, is my rw. = 


Without my fair not a* the charms 

O' paradiſe could yield me joy; 

But gie me Annie in my arm, r 
And welcome Lapland's dreary ſky. 


2 mm 

Though raging winter rent the air, | 

1 And ſhe a lovely little flower, 3 
That I would tent and ſhelter there. 5 


: o feet is ſhe in yon toon 
| The finking ſun's gaun down upon; 


by The deareſt maid's in yon town 


His ſetting beam e'er ſhone ** 


If angry fate be ſworn my foe, 

I And ſuf ring 1 am doom'd to bear, 
IId careleſs quit ought elſe below: 
But ſpare, ob! ſpare my Jeanie dear. 

|| For while life's deareſt blood runs warm, 

My thoughts frae her ſhall ne' er * 


| For as moſt e is ber . 


SONG— BURNS. 


| Ecary a waefu' gaet yeſtreen, 
A gaet, I fear, I'll dearly rue; 
| gat my death frac twa fweet cen, 
Toa lovely een o' bonny blue. 
I Tuas not her golden ringlets bright, 
4 Her lips like roſes * wi dews 
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5 HARk forward away my ee boys to the a 


Andi invites to the * to the ſports of the field. E 


She charm'd my foul I wat na how, 


Aud ay the ſtound, the deadly — 


Cam frae her een ſae bonny blue. 


But ſpare I'd ſpeek, and ſpare I'd peed, | 


She'll ablens liſten to my vow, 


25 SZhou'd ſhe refuſe I'll lay my deed, . 
To her twa een of bonny blue. 


THE SPORTMAN'S INVITATION. 70 


Jo the joys that ſweet exerciſe yield, 
The bright ruddy morning breaks on us apace, 


; Hark * the cry ad cheerful the morn, 
Hark forward the cry and cheerful the morn, 
I ben follow the hounds and the merry ton'd horn, 


Then follow the hounds and the merry wy 1 
The merry ton'd horn. 25 

Then follow the hounds, follow the hounds, - 

Follow the hounds and the merry ton'd horn, 

The merry ton'd horn, the merry ton'd horn, 


Hark! follow the hounds and the merry ton'd horn. 


0 =_—_ 
Her heaving boſom lily white, 
It was her een fo * blue. 4 
She ralk'd, ſhe ſmil'd, my heart he wyld, . „ 


nr. 


No muſic can equal the hounds in full cry, 
| Hark! they open, then haſten away, 
| Ofer hill, dale and valley, with vigour they fly, 


While purſuing the ſports, the ſports of the day. 


A Hark forward the cry and cheerful the morn, ke. 


THE ARMADA. 


11 BRAVE Betty was a 1 queen, 
| Bold and clever, bold and clever, 
I King Philip then a Spaniard keen, 


_ To court her did endeavour. 


Queen Beſs ſhe frown'd and ftroak'a her ru, 


„ | And gave the Don a mighty huff, 
* For which he ſwore her ears he'd cuff 
All with his grand Armada. 


Tol lol lol de rol fal la la. 


| * —_ Beſs, I'll vengeance take, 


Bleſſings on her, bleſſings on her, 
But firſt I'll eat a neat beef ſteak, 
All with my maids of honour. 


| Then for her Admirals ſhe went, | 
I Drake, Howard, Effingham, ſhe ſent, 
Who daſhed Philip's armament, 


And bang'd his fine Armada. 
„ lol, &c. 


—_ 
- Like Sghting rocks the French will 11. 


* To us over, to us over, 
And Buonaparte cries, let us trx 
Boys, build a bridge to Dover. 
Balloons amidſt the elouds may coll, = 
But for their bridge, I'd take the toll, 
Our Trollop ftands a fighting fowl, 
5 My * all Armada. 
Tol * lol, &c. 


5 Then bleſ: the King, id bleſs the Quees, 
All the branch too, royal branch too, 
Let foes come on it ſhall be ſeen, | 


And ſhould Frenck, Dutch, or Spaniards prate, | | 
Our Howe, Keith, Duncan, Nelſon, great, 
Will ſweetly knock about their pats 


0 like their fine Armada. 
| Tol lol lol de rol, &e. 


JENNY DANG THE WEAVER 


AT Willy's wedding on the green, 
The laſſies, bonny witches, 
Mere a' dreſt out in aprons clean, 
And bra white Sunday mutches. 


—_ | | Jenny Dang, &c: 


Quo he, ok way i or" 


mn. 


1 Auld Maggy baud the lads take tent, 5 


But Jock would not believe her, 


| Bur foon the fool his folly kent, 


For uy dang the weaver. 
| Jenny dang, K. 


At ilka country — or reel, 
1 Wy her he wou'd be bobbing, 
| When ſhe ſat down, he fat down, 
And to her wou'd be gabbing. 


| dl Where'er ſhe gaed baith but and ben, 
| Phe cuif wou'd never leave ber 
1 Ay keckling like a clocking hen, 


But Jenny dang the weaver. 


I. In troth I need na ſwither, 


| Your bonny e'en, and if your kind 


Iſe never ſeek anither. 


: He hum'd and haud, the laſs cry'd peugh, 55 


And baud the cuif no deave her, 


| Syne ſnapt her fingers, lap and ugh, | 


And dang the filly weaver. 


| And Jenny dang, dang, dang, ES 


Jenny dang the weaver, 
Syne ſnapt her fingers, lap and lengh; : 
And dang the filly weaver | 


13 


ad 


| MEGAN on, on MEGAN EE. g 


SLEEP you or roll: you, Lady bright, 
Sing megan oh, oh megan ee, 
Now is the fitteſt time for flight, 

Sing megan oh, oh megan ee, 
| Know from your tyrant father's power, 
Beneath the window of your tower, 

A boat now waits to ſet you fre. 
Sing megan oh, oh megan ee, Ke. | 


Though deep the ſtream, though bigh the wall, | 


Sing megan oh, &c. 
The danger truſt me, love, is ſmall, 
Sing meganoh, Ke. 
To ſpring below then never dread, | 
My arms to catch you ſhall be ſpread, % 
And far from hence you ſoon ſhall bee. 

| Sing megan oh, &e. 


: Fair Emma huſh'd her heart's alarms, 

Sing megan oh, &. 

She ſprung into her lover's arms, 

Sing megan oh, &c. | | 

Unhurt ſhe fell, then ſwift its ways 

The boat purſu'd without delay, 
With Emma plac'd on Edgar's knee, 

N Sing megan oh, &, 
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KILKENNY 18 A HANDSOME PLACE. 


| Kirxenny is a handſome place 

| As any town in Shamrockſhire, 
| There firſt I ſaw my Jemmy's face, 
There Jemmy firſt beheld his dear. 


1 - My love he was a baſhful boy, 


And Ja ſimple girl to fee, 
Let I was Jemmy's only joy 
And Jemmy was the lad for te; 


1 ö But Dublin city bore the bell, 
In! ſtreets and ſquares and houſes fine; 


©} Oh here young Dick his love could tell, 


And then I told young Dickey mine. 


| | For Dick he was a roving blade, 


And J was hearty bold and free, 
He lov'd and I his love repaid, 
Then Dickey was the lad for me. 


| When Dover Strand became my lot, 
And William there my love did crown, 
Young Dick and Jemmy I forgot, 
Kilkenny fair and Dublin town; 
| For William was a gentle youth, 
I oo baſhful nor too bold for me, 
I He ſaid he lo'ed and told me truth, 
| And William was the lad for me. 
1 1 
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WOULD jeu heir n fall fivry of war, = 


That tears from a ſtone might provoke, 


| Ti is concerning a tar you muſt know, 


As honeſt as e' er biſcuit broke. 
HFis name was Ben Block, of all men 


The moſt true, the moſt kind, the moſt brave, = 


2 But harſh treated by fortune, for Ben 
| In his — found a — — 


b His 8 no one ever "FM more, 


His heart was all kindneſs and love; | 


Though on duty an eagle he'd foar, 
His nature had moſt of the dove. 
He lov'd a fair maid named Kate; 
His father, to int'reft a ſlave, 


Sent him far from love, where hard fate 


Plung' d him deep in the _—— grave. 


A curſe on all fland'rous tongues, 


A falſe friend his mild nature abus'd; 
And ſweet Kate of the vileſt of wrongs, 


| To poiſon Ben's pleaſure accus'd: 
That ſhe never had truly been kind: 


That falſe were the tokens ſhe gave; 
That ſhe ſcorv'd him, and wiſh'd he might ine 


In the ocean a n — 


"0 
Too ſure from this cank*rous elf, 
The venom accompliſh'd its end; 
Ben, all truth and honour himſelf, 
| Suſpected no fraud in his friend: 


On the yard while ſuſpended in air, 


A looſe to his ſorrows he gave, 


Take thy wiſh, cry'd he, falſe cruel fair, 


And plung'd in a wat'ry grave. 
5 | DEAR LITTLE COTTAGE MAIDEN. 


Devoid ifs care or De” | 


With lightſome heart, and merry ”" > 
I thought not of to-morrow; 

But when Priſcilla caught my eye, 

With every charm array'd in, 


| I figh'd and ſung, I knew not why, 


Dear little Cottage Maiden. 


And wou'd the charmer be but mine, 
Sweet nymph, I ſo revere thee, 
And evermore be near thee: 


Though gold may pleaſc the proud and greats 


My heart with love is laden; 
Then let us join in wedlock's ſtate, 
Dear little Cottage Maiden. 


4 | 


Oer me and mine, come miſtreſs prove, 
And then what ill can harm us? 
Kind Hymen will each e eee 5 

And ſpread each ſweet to charm us: 'F 
| Together we will live content, be her nf | 
And nought but love will trade in; =. 

So ſweetly ſhall our lives be ſpent, 
Dear little Cottage Maiden. 
 MESSMATES AT SEA. 

BRAVE Oakum, Mainbrace, honeſt Jack, 
Mat Midſhips too, was there, 
Who'd the compaſs box, knew every tack, 

Could handle well, reef, ſteer; pon. | 
The glaſſes jingled, mirth went round, | Z 
We troll'd a merry glee; © 2 "= 


And while carouſing on dry ground, 
To our Meſſmates drank at Sea. 


Sal Spriggings, who was there d'ye mind, 
And ſhe was all my pride! 
Said, while with tears her eyes were * 
And we ſat fide by fide; 
Near Jack,” fays ſhe, my heart will break, 
When you're far off from me.” | 
Lord! Sall,” fays I, “a noggin take, 
« 'To our Meſſmates out at Sea, 
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A thouſand other toaſts we gave, 
With mitth our cabins ring! rae? 

« May a Britain never be a ſlave! _ N 
„The navy! George our King!” __ 
At length (from topping I neꝰ er e 
It ſomehow ſeem'd to me, 5 
1 could ſee plaineſt, when blind . Fon 

To my Meſſmates drink at Sea. 4 22 


Love of our iſle my heart commands, 
For Britam's fame I burn, 
Where native freedom pipes all bends - 
And ſteps from ſtem to tern; 
From death or glory I'll neer ſhrink, 
Fut douſe life's colours free 

Let while at anchor here, I'll drink 
To my Meſſmates out at Sea. 


| RULE BRITAN MLA. 


WHEN Britain firſt at 8 commend, = 
Arxoſe from out the azure main, | _ 
This was the charter, the canner fate tra 2 
And I angels ſung this Rraio: 
CHORUS. 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia rules the v Wares, | 
For Britons never will be laves. 
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| The nations, not fo bleſt as thee, 


Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants TY 7 
Whilt thou ſhalt flouriſh, — 
e e eee 


Stil more acts ſhalt thou rife 


2 —— fake, : 


® ; As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 
| | Serves but to root thy native oak. 


| I "Thee betty rrreats ner ſhall tame; 


All their attempts to bend thee down, 


And work their woe, and thy renown. = 


To thee belong the mal. reign, 1 of 


Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject * 
c 5 


= The ** Kill with 3 bound, 7 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair, an 
Bleſs'd iſle! with beauties, with e beauties | 

5 And _ hearts to _ the fair. 
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A poor little gipfy I wander forlorn, 
A glaſs is good, and a laſs is good, 


Adieul adieu! my only life, 

At dead of night, the hour when courts, 
And are ye ſure the news is true, 5 
Ahl tell me, ye ſwains, have ye ſeen rm 
Alone to the banks of the dark rolling Danube, 

A ſup of good whiſky will make you glad, js 
As o'er the heath, amid his ſtecl-clad Thane, 
A ſhepherd once had loſt his love, 


At Willy's EY on the green, 
B 


| Bleak was the morn when Willianr lefe ib Nancy, 


Bright Chanticleer proclaims the dawn, 
Behind yon hills where Stinchar ftows, 


Begone dull care, I prithee begone from me, 


| Ben Backſtay lov'd the gentle Anna, | 
By the fide of a mountain, o'erſhadow'd with trees, 
Brave Betty was a maiden queen, 2 5 


Brave Oakum, Maiabrace, honeſt Jack, 


Come buy, come buy my earthen ware, 


Comin through the rye, poor body, 


Come under my plaidy, the night O _ to &, 


7a 3 
WAY wich 3 nor doleful changes ring, — 
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Farewell ye fields an meadows green, 37 
_ From place to ou | travers'd long, legs ade ont, 13 
1 Here s Phelim One "I Dublin com'd over, t 49 = 
| Hol why doſt thou ſhiver and ſhaks, 71 
Here a ſheer hulk lies poor Tom Bowling, 2 


| | Joby Bull for paſtime * a prance, I 
Is there for honeſt poverty, | = = 
I-fing the Britiſh ſeamens praiſe, 25 * 
I met four chaps yon birks amangs | | 63 
If the treaſur'd gold could give, 104 


RGA ISS te oooh ounce D Wn”; & n ; | 1 
Daddy Neptune, one day, to Freedom dd TI, 3 
Z> n Gray came here to woo, ba, the won ot, 
a 2 Nancy, I've ſail'd the world all around, | 89 
1 — 


Enroll'd in our bright anc lives full many a gallant name, 5 
8 Ere around the _ un that 0 'erſhadows you road 36 
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Have you heard of the tax that ſuch ſtrange conſternation, 87 
Heck forward * my brave * to the chace, 130 


1 


| In the firſt book of Job, . W 105 


Fve thought and I've ſaid it, fince l were a boy, 12 


I gaed a wacfu” gate. yeſtreen, 129 

_ K = 
— is a handſome place, 135 
Let care be a drag to add hid a, : 32 
Ui nate lad I ade alien, | IA 12 
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My heart is a8 s honeſt, and hone ebe. * * wu 2 
Near ods havilet in the 5 | . 
Ned Flint was lov'd by all the ſhip, © 59 
| Now * N n flaught'ring gms, R 
0 1 
On a n of N one ſummer „, * 3 


Ol hae ſeen the roſes blaw, 25 555 
O'er barren hills and flow ry dales 224 


Ot all that ſtrive to live and thru 3 


O weel may the boatie row, 63 


Of a' the airts the win can blaw, U dearly like the walls: 1 


On that lone bank where Lubin dy d, e woes WP 
Of all the girls that are ſo ſmart. 7923 
Oh! the moment was fad when my love and I parte d, 
Oh, think on my fate once I freedom enjoy dj, 90 
O! liſten, liſten to the voice of love, —— AW 
On April the firit 1 ſet off like a fool, = 
Our bottle, brave boys, is the life-ſpring of pleaſure, 126 
O wat ye wha's in you town, 128 
Peaceful Suad'ring en the cent | 120 
Sweet cow{lips I cry and ground ivy I ſell, _ 
Sir Solomon Simons when he did wed, Iii. | 
Sleep you or wake you, lady bright, 134 
Twas landlady Meg, that made ſuch rare flip, 20 
*T was near a thicket's calm retreat, ' 45 
There was an Iriſh lad. | FR _—- 
The fireamlet that flow'd round her cot, © 48 
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£ be The wind blew a blaſt from che northward, 
* was poſt meridian, half paſt fahr, 
Thou ling'ring $ars wirke lefs'ning-ray, 
| z was odd, ine genius, ſome fd, IIS 
"Tis 1 am a pu brjfle pedlar, 113 
„  Wwas one day at, Wapping, 3 425 
- FD INS groves o ra Ee let HOT lands rec kon, = 


; Fo 1 Wil thou de my n | ER of 96 


2 2 | When fie een nan in, 
5 . e by the convent bell, 
* 
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* © Woul Fyou hear «fad ſtory, Hi, 136 

139 


